LEAVE IT TO PEGGY 


WAS good and peeved at 
І Peggy. Пеге І had a date 

after the show with Herbert 
Hardmann, the big stock and 
bond man who was backing 
Sweet Patooties that we were 
both playing in, and he was 
bringing along a boy friend. 
But Peggy wouldu’t go with us, 
and Pd rather have had her 
than any of the other girls. 
Herb had suggested I bring her, 
too. 

She'd kind of caught his eye 
(whose eye wouldn't she 
catch?), especially in the last 
scene of Act I where she was 
Eve, clad in only a fig leaf, her 
golden-yellow hair tumbling 
down her back, outlining her 
perfect figure. And when I say 
perfect, that’s what I mean. 

She wasn’t a thirty-six—a 
little more slender—but devel- 
oped just enough in the places 
that count. I needn’t say more. 
That's why Ike Kauffman had 
chosen her for Eve. And stand- 
ing there in the center of the 
stage she looked more like an 
angel, even though she was 
naked as the day she was born, 


except for the artificial fig 
leaf. 
Peggy wasn’t exactly ап 


angel, but she was straight, and 
that's saying a lot for a show 
girl with her face and figure, 
especially when she exhibits her 
charms nightly to packed 
houses. 

But I couldn't convince her 
that it’s a good thing to be nice 
to Herb Hardmann—he could 
raise our salaries or something 
like that. 

I told her that while I was 
getting the breakfast, but she 
only smiled and shook her head. 


By SALLY PLAINER 


She had been sappy that way 
for a long time, ever since last 
Christmas when she met that 
college boy in Florida, That 
was five months ago—time she 
was getting over it by now. 

I couldn’t see any object in 
running around steady with a 
college boy. Оһ, they were all 
О.К. to go out with once in a 
while. Kind of refreshing after 
a prolonged menu of tired busi- 
ness men and playboys. But 
for keeps, not for any sensible 
girl They didn't think much 
of show girls, not in a serious 
way, anyway. Апа by serious, 
I meant marriage. Of course 
we all wanted to get married. 

That's why I thought Peggy 
was so daffy. If she wanted to 
hiteh up there were plenty of 
playboys around, light on the 
brains and heavy on the dough, 
who were willing. And it 
wouldn't mean mueh settling 
down, either. 

Well, across the breakfast 
table I saw her fingering his 
fraternity pin and sighing soul- 
fully. It looked like a police- 
man's badge, only it had a skull 
and erossbones. оп it where the 
number ought to be. She didn't 
even know I was there, she was 
so blissfully wrapped in love. 

“Listen, Peggy," I said, “he’s 
only a dumb cluck of a college 
boy." 

“Т don't care what he is, I 
love him." 

“But—but—he 
she faltered. 

“T suppose he told you so?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“Huh! One told me that only 
last week at Don Webster’s 
party, then he takes a Half- 
Nelson on me and starts wan- 


loves me,” 


dering over No Man’s Land. | 
suppose you believed him?” 

«Шүлен? 

"Then you better start dis- 
believing him right away. 1 
know how it'll end." 

*Not—not with him." 

“Youre only eighteen," I 
told her. "You've plenty of 
time to grab a man when you're 
twenty-one or two. That 
beauty's not going to fade by 
then. You'll get someone with 
money. Tell him you won't 
marry him until you're twenty- 
one. You'll find he won't wait 
that long for you." 

“But I don't want to lose 
him." 

“You won't lose him if he 
really loves you.” 

“But I can’t wait that long.” 

“Say, listen here, Peggy. 


You got to get that out of your 
system. Come on, now; be a 
pal to Herb’s boy friend tonight. 
Herb’s taken a liking to you— 
maybe you'll get the lead in the 
next show he puts the financial 


“She kind of caught his eye—" 
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props under if you're пісе to 
him. Then you'll be famous." 

“Т can’t,” she answered. “Т 
promised T'd be true to him." 

“Pooh,” I said. “Т suppose 
he's been true to you all these 
months? Oh sure, he's been 
here to see 
week-end. 

But what's he doing at 
college? ^ Probably dragging 
some co-ed to every dance." 

“Т don't believe so. Hes 
asked me to the Senior Ball two 
weeks from tonight. I’m going." 

“You'll get fired if you miss 
a night." 

“I don’t care. Were going 
to be married as soon as he 
graduates." 

That sort of floored me. 
“Seriously ?" I asked. 

Peggy nodded. 

“Then,” I said, “tell me 
about your romance. How you 
met him and all about him. 
Since we won’t live together 
more than a month longer I 
think I’m entitled to know. I’ve 
never asked about him before.” 

So over our coffee, smoking 
cigarettes, Peggy told me all 
about him. 

“Well,” she began, 
member a bunch of us went 
down to Florida last December ? 
Couldn’t get a job here and 
they were putting on a show for 
the winter season, part of the 
proceeds to go to charity, so 
they imported us. It was grand 
there in the winter. We'd been 
playing about a week when one 
night Dolly Evans came over to 
me when І was dressing and 
said, “А friend of mine's invited 
me on a yachting party tonight. 
Wanted me to get three other 
girls. They're all old ducks, so 
you'll be safe enough. Want to 
go? 

“Т should have known that 
old boys weren't half so safe, 


you most every 


re- 


but I'd never been on a yacht 
and I'd heard so much about the 
parties aboard them that I told 
her I would. 

* ‘Be ready right after the 
show,’ " she said. 

“Well, a couple of old birds 
met the four of us at the stage 
door. They were all dolled up 
in white flannels and dark blue 
coats and yachting caps. Say, 
those costumes took twenty 
years off their ages both in ap- 
pearance and actions. They 
drove us down to a pier and we 
climbed into a little outboard 
motorboat and started out into 
the bay. We could see the dark 
outline of the vacht against the 
horizon. It sure looked swell 
from there, and T was thrilled 
to death. 

“Pd be able to smile and talk 
with the girls thereafter when 
they diseussed their yachting 
parties. 

*When we drew up alongside, 
there were the other two old 
dandies waiting for us at the 
rail. Тһе one I had was a dis- 
tinguished looking old gent. 
They called him Commodore. 
We got quite buddy while the 
drinks were being served and he 
told me that the yacht belonged 
to him. Took me all over the 
boat. but T notieed he kept re- 
marking about how пісе the 
staterooms were. 

"Everything went O.K. for 
awhile. The drinks were plenty 
and good stuff. We danced and 
talked. Then one of them asked 
Dolly to do her dance from the 
show. She had had plenty to 
drink and insisted on making 
it a lot more original. By orig- 
inal, T mean, aboriginal. Сов- 
tumes weren’t supposed to go 
with the dance she did. It was 
the wildest pagon fling Т ever 
saw, and when she got down to 
her brassiere and step-ins, her 


daddy threw his glass in the 
ocean, rushed up, took her in 
his arms and carried her to the 
cabin. I saw the light flash on 
in a stateroom. 

“During her dance another 
couple had disappeared and that 
left only four of us on deck. The 
Commodore sort of insisted Т 
go in with him but I kept 
putting him off. He began to 
get familiar so I jumped up and 
ran into a stateroom intending 
to lock the door and stay there 
till it was time to go home. But 
unluckily, I ran into the one 
Dolly Evans was occupying 
with her boy friend. They 
yelled for me to get out, so I 
did. The Commodore caught 
me just as I came out the door 
and dragged me into another 
stateroom and kissed me. I 
didn’t have a chance to get 
away—but I had to. 

“Well, I started the old 
noodle working, and suddenly I 
laughed. ‘You finally caught 
me,’ I taunted him. 

* “Yes, you little devil,’ he 
said. ‘I thought you weren't 
game, at first.’ 

* “Oh, I’m game, all right,’ I 
replied, ‘but first let me show 
you a real dance. You think 
that Dolly's was wild. Boy, you 
haven't seen anything yet. Let's 
go up on deck and Pll show you 
one, outstripping Dolly. You 
know what that'll be like. Ever 
see a girl dance—like that—in 
the moonlight? Then we'll 
come back in here.’ 

He was tickled silly over the 
prospects, so we went up on 
deck. He started the radio and 
I kicked off my shoes, slipped 
my dress over my head and 
threw it over the back of a 
chair. I only had a dance set 
on under it. Then I walked 
into an open space and waited 
а minute as though to catch the 


time of the music and he sat 
down. Just as soon as he was 
seated I ran to the rail, climbed 
upon it and dived over the side. 
I heard his shriek just before T 
hit the water. 

“Т swam under water а way, 
then came up and swam around 
to the other side of the yacht 
and struck out for the shore. Tt 
was only about half a mile away 
and I knew I could make it if 
I took my time. I heard them 
yelling and launching the out- 
board—then I heard that putt- 
putting around on the far side 
of the yacht. 

*[ swam along taking it easy 
when I saw some sort of a boat 
coming—right at me. I could 
see both lights, the red and 
green ones. It was coming fast, 
too. I yelled and tried to get 
out of the way, closing my eyes 
and striking out frantically, 
until I was exhausted. 


“When I opened my eyes the 
boat was circling back making 
a low rushing noise—then it 
came right alongside me. It 
was a fast speed boat, with a 
little cabin. A man was leaning 
over the side, looking at me. He 
called for me to swim closer and 
he'd pull me aboard. Пе was 
young, nice looking and wore a 
pair of dirty white ducks and a 
bathing suit top. Oh, well, 
you've seen him, anyway. It 
was my college boy, as you call 
him, but at the time I thought 
he was somebody's mechanic. 
That was a better break for me, 
I figured, than running in with 
anymore rich Commodores or 
Admirals. 

He held his arm down. I 
grasped his wrist and he jerked 
me тір оп deck. І sat down with 
my baek against the cabin. I 
was more tired than T thought. 
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“Tt was the wildest pagan fling I ever saw—" 


I never realized how I was 
dressed. The wet dance set 
didn’t cover me more than cell- 
ophane. 

* “Tf it's all right to ask,’ he 
said, ‘just what are you doing 
swimming around in—in—un- 
derthings ? ” 

“He was appraising me 
plenty and I didn’t like it. I 
figured Pd tell him I was a so- 
ciety girl. That would put a 
mechanic in his place.  He'd 
never get fresh with his su- 
periors. 

* «ТО really none of your 
business,’ I said, haughty like. 

* “Swimming home from a 
canoe ride? he asked, smiling. 

* What if I was? 

* ‘Looks more like a strip 


poker party,’ he said. 

“Т began to notice I wasn't 
very adequately clothed and 
tried to cover myself with my 
arms, as much as possible. I 
began to get cold. 

* “Тһе boat’s beginning to 
head into shore,’ he said. ‘In 
the cabin you'll find a towel and 
a top coat of mine. Hang your 
undies near the engine.  Thoy!ll 
dry soon enough. TIl head the 
boat out again. Better make it 
snappy. I don't know how long 
Г сап trust myself when you're 
dressed—er—I mean undressed 
that way. But he smiled, so I 
knew he didn't mean it. 

“Т rubbed myself pink and 
hung up my dance set to dry. 
Then I put on his top coat and 
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came out. The boat was 
running along at a pretty good 
clip then. 

* ‘I suppose we can’t cruise 
around here all night. Where’ll 
| take you? 

* *Where'll I go,’ I answered, 
‘clad in а. dance set ? 

“ “Нш. That is a problem,’ 
he replied. ‘Know anybody 
along the shore you can borrow 
a rig from ? 

“ ‘No; I said, ‘this is my first 
winter here—and Га just visit- 
ing in Palm Beach.’ 

** *Well, what happened, any- 
мау? What's your паше? 

“T told him my name was 
Patrieia Prendergast; that my 
father had just bought a home 
in Daytona and that I was visit- 
ing in Palm Beach. I figured 
І might just as well tell him 
part of the story, so I told him 
I went on the yachting party 
with some society girls who 
were a bit wilder than I sup- 
posed and that I had jumped off 
in order to keep out of state- 
rooms. Then I asked him a 
question. 

* *What'll your boss say when 
he hears you were riding me 
around in his boat—if anyone 
sees us ? 

* *Oh, he let's me take it 
whenever he's not using it—and 
by the way, I think I ean find 
that yacht". 

“ ‘But I don't want to go back 
to it.’ 

“T know that,” he said, ‘but 
we'll get your dress and shoes. 
The old codger who owns the 
boat is my— boss." 

“ ‘But you'll get fired,’ I told 
him. 

“ «Хо, I won’t—or at least, I 
don’t think so.’ 

“T could see the yacht faintly 
in the distance and he drove the 


boat straight at it. When we 
got near it, he told me to go in 
the cabin. I heard a hail—it 
was Commodore’s voice. 

* ‘That you, Larry ? 


[11 ‘Yep.’ 
“Were іп а jam. Lost a girl; 
overboard — haven’t seen any-* 


thing of her, have you? He 
sounded plenty worried. 

* Yeah? my rescuer called. 
‘I picked her up. Got her on 
board now.’ 


“І told him I was a chorus 
girl—” 


“ ‘What a relief,’ I heard the 


Commodore say. “Pass her up 
here. We've been worried to 
death.’ 

“ ‘Nothing doing,’ Larry an- 
swered. ‘Hand down her dress 
and shoes. I'll take her home.’ 

“There was a long spell of 
silence during which the boats 
were scraping together, but 
finally I heard Larry say, 
‘Thanks.’ 

* <Р see you in the morn- 
ing, young man,’ I heard the 
Commodore call angrily as we 
sped away. 

“Well, there isn’t much more. 
to tell you about. I got dressed 
again. We landed and went to 
a restaurant. І was pretty 
hungry after that swim. We 
got along wonderfully. I 


couldn’t keep up the deception 
any longer so I told him I was 
a chorus girl and he said he 
knew it. He’d seen me in the 
show one night—his night off. 

“We had a good many dates 
and rides together after that. I 
was crazy about him and I guess 
he knew it. I asked him how 
he managed to keep his job and 
he said the boss was so relieved 
to know I didn’t drown and 
cause a scandal that he thanked 
him for rescuing me. And then, 
about a week later he met me 
at the stage door. Dressed fit 
to kill in a yachting suit. Boy! 
was he handsome. It was the 
first time I ever saw him all 
duked up. 

* ‘This’ll be our last moon- 
light ride for some time, Peggy,’ 
he said, as we walked down to 
the pier. I couldn’t understand 
it for we still had a month to 
play. 

“During the ride we sat close 
together and he told me he'd 
lied to me. That he had to go 
back to college in the morning. 
The Christmas vacation was 
over. Said his father was very 
wealthy, a yacht builder, but he 
wanted me to like him for him- 
self and not for his money. 

* *You already know I love 
you, Larry, I told him. 

* Yes, he said. ‘This is my 
last year at school. I'll come to 
see you in New York every 
week-end. Then when I've grad- 
uated РЇЇ have a question to ask 
you.’ 

“He didn’t wait until gradua- 
tion to ask the question, but 
we're waiting until then to be 
married.” Peggy smiled. 

“Where does he go to 
College ?” I asked still skeptical. 

“Wakefield.” 

“Never heard of it. 
be a dump.” 


It must 
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‘Tve just returned from a two-weeks' visit with Peggy at her Palm Beach home” 


*Well, it is kind of small, I 
guess.” | 

“Huh,” I said. “МіШоп- 
aires' sons only go to Yale or 
Harvard.” 

“Don’t be an 
Peggy's retort. 

“All right,” I said, “that’s all 
O.K.—but wait until his father 


ass,” was 


hears he’s married a chorus 
girl Hell disinherit your 
love." 


* No," she answered, *I guess 
I didn't make it very clear. You 
see Гуе met his father. He's 
the Commodore." 


Ive just returned from а 
two-weeks visit with Peggy at 


her Palm Beach home. Larry 
and she are happy as two bugs 
inarug. Anybody know a nice 
college boy I could play up to? 
I'm only twenty-white-and good 
enough looking to still draw my 
pay ornamenting a show which 
proves that American girls don’t 
need glorifying — and — I’ve 
changed my ideas a bit. 


SOME 
CRUST 


By JARGAN A. WING 


ARTIN REEDER, re- 
M turning from an hour’s 

trout fishing down- 
stream, paused to light his pipe 
near the kitchen of the Roadside 
restaurant. A savory odor 
tickled his nostrils. A feminine 
voice, softly husky, was hum- 
ming “Sweethearts Forever’. 

If she looks like she cooks, 
thought Martin, and if the rest 
of her is as sweet as her voice 
Might as well find out. His 
long black hip-boots, still shin- 
ing from their recent immer- 
sion, clumped up the little path. 
His black tousled head in its 
battered grey hat poked its way 
. to the open window. His dark 
eyes widened. Не returned his 
pipe carefully to his hip pocket, 
2nd devoted his entire attention 
to an admiring scrutiny. 

The girl was just pulling two 
golden-topped apple pies from 
an oven. They looked and 
smelled delicious, but the girl 
was even more delicious. After 
АП, а pie is only a pie. 

She was only about twenty- 
one, her complexion and figure 
in full beauteous bloom. Spark- 
ling with vibrant youth yet al- 


luring with feminine maturity. ° 


Her coal-black hair was fluffed 
in a soft careless bob. Her 
cheeks were flushed scarlet from 
the kitchen heat. Her slim legs 
were stockingless; and she 
seemed to be wearing nothing 
under the thinness of her blue 


ec 


but the girl was 


summer frock, judging from the 
manner in which it clung to her 
glorious figure, outlining her 
fullness of bosom and hips and 
crinkling in about her slender 
waist. 

She stood on tip-toe as she 
placed the pies on a wall-rack, 
revealing dimpled knees for a 
brief moment. She was wiping 
her small hands on the protect- 
ing cloth when she happened to 
look up. The humming ceased 
abruptly. 

* Hello," smiled Martin. 

*Hello," said the girl imper- 
sonally. 

“May I have a drink ef 
water, please ?” 

“Т guess so.” She took a 
milk bottle filled with water 
from the refrigerator ; filled two 
glasses, placing one on the win- 
dow sill; and helping herself to 
the other. 

“Hot day to be baking pies," 
commented Martin. 

The girl took a tiny handker- 
chief from the pocket of her 
dress and wiped away a little 
row of perspiration drops which 
had formed on her forehead. 
She murmured: *You have an 
amazing ability for observa- 
tion." 


even more delicious" 


“Ouch !? 

She smiled faintly in re- 
sponse to his grin. “Well, it was 
rather an unnecessary remark.” 

"It was. ТЇЇ try and do 
better now that I know what 
kind of person I'm talking to." 
He frowned slightly. *And that 
leads me to wonder what a girl 
like you is doing cooking pies in 
a roadside restaurant like this 

» 

“Which is really none of your 
business," returned the girl 
lightly. | “However, there's 
nothing mysterious about it. My 
sister’s husband owns the place, 
and I thought I’d just as soon 
work here as in the hot city dur- 
ing the summer months. My 
sister and I take turns at doing 
the cooking and waiting on cus- 
tomers. This happens to be my 
week in the kitchen.” 

“A tough week for it,” said 
Martin. “You'll need some- 
thing to cool you off when you 
get through. Now, I know a 
swell little pool upstream about 
five miles where I could drive 
you this afternoon and... ” 

“Save your breath,” said the 
girl, pushing a stray tendril of 
her black hair into place, “I 
won’t be through here until 


nearly six. Гуе got to bake 
enough pies for the weekend. 
This is my busy day." 

“Оһ...” He pondered for 
several moments. Then bright- 
ened. “Тһе pool will still be 
there tonight." 

Blue eyes regarded him can- 
didly. “I should go swimming 
at night in a lonely pool with a 
man I've never шей!” 

He removed his hat in a 
polite gesture. “бо sorry, m 
Martin Reeder. I'm spending 
a month at The Birches, a mile 
up the road. I’m part owner 
of a small ehain of shoe stores 
in the city. I'm single, sociable, 
and I think you're very lovely 
... even if there is a smudge on 
the tip of your pink позе!” 

Her hand grasped the hem of 
her dress as if to attack the 
smudge, but she thought better 
of it; and reached for a dish- 
cloth,  *Yowre really too 
smooth, Mr. Reeder. You 
arouse the suspieions of a vir- 
tuous young lady like myself. 
Anyway, your name and busi- 
ness connections don't mean 
anything. Maybe they're phoney 
for all T know." 

He gazed sorrowfully into 
her placid features. “Do I look 
vicious, really ?? 

“Not very,” she admitted, 
permitting herself a brief sur- 
veyal of his clear eyes and firm 
features, “but that isn’t the 
point. When I was younger I 
used to be a sport and do what 
the boys wanted me to. It didn’t 
take long for me to find that 
they took what they wanted and 
left me holding the well known 
bag.” 

«Ви неп КО? j 

She silenced him with a wave 
of her hand. “Never mind. The 
important reason is that after 
boiling in this kitchen all day I 


wouldnt be able to enjoy а 
swim or much of anything else." 

“That,” admitted Martin, 
“sounds more reasonable.” 

But he did not give up. Not 
with such an enticing prospect. 
He sighed, gazing at her gen- 
erous curves and supple limbs. 
Just to sit beside such a charm- 
ing creature and look at her for 
an evening would be a treat. He 
seratched his head and thought 
hard. 

“Are you still a sport?" he 
asked suddenly. 

“Perhaps. ... 
mean ?? 

“Well, if I’m sport enough to 
help you bake your pies so you 


What do you 


з 


< 
“Well, I could peel apples— ” 
ean get through early and 
snatch a little rest, will you be 
sport enough to go swimming 
with me tonight ?” 

“What do you know about 
pies?" Her eyes twinkled, but 
she kept a straight face. 

“Well, I could peel apples or 
shove a rolling pin around, or 
something." 

She laughed outright. She 
regarded him with new interest, 
her features softer and more 
friendly. “Are you serious?” 


‘she asked him. 


“Never more serious.” Не 
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stepped around to the screen 
door; pulled it open. “How 
about it ?? 

“Sounds fair enough, but if 
you get in my way I may get 
through later instead of earlier. 
What еп?” 

“Тһеп I lose." 

“АП right, let's go!" She 
tossed him an apron. “If we're 
finished by half-past four, I go 
swimming with you tonight in 
the little pool upstream !” 

"Shake..." His eyes ques- 
tioned her. 

"Sally," she smiled, extend- 
ing a warm little hand. “Sally 
Jordan. You ean start on these 
apples." 

He pitehed in willingly, if 
not expertly—wasting only an 
occasional moment to admire 
the smoothness of Sally's lightly 
tanned limbs or the innocent 
sway of her rounded hips as she 
crossed the kitchen floor now 
and then. 

Once he asked: “What is the 
most essential feature of the 
best pie?" 

^What you've got," she an- 
swered. “Огив{!” 

Shortly after that he upset 
a tin of flour on the floor. It 
made a rather mean job, clean- 
ing up, even if he did do his 
best to help. She murmured re- 
proachfully, “Ате you with me 
or against me?" 

He did not notice that she 
glanced at the alarm clock on 
the kitchen shelf. 

АП went well for a little 
while. In fact, a little too well. 
They became so interested in 
watching and talking to each 
other that three pies came to 
grief in the oven. 

Sally pulled them out, 
smoking, with a little cry. 
“Now we're doing just swell! 
These are ruined !” i 
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“Gosh!” he muttered, sadly. 

“We'll have to bake more 
than we needed in the be- 
ginning,” she sighed. “Hop in 
the roadster out back and get 
some flour in town. I'll hold the 
fort." 

When he was gone, she sat 
down on a small wooden stool 
and fanned herself. She looked 
at the kitehen clock, and shook 
her head. It looked pretty 
hopeless. 

She heard her sister, Amy, 
speaking on the telephone . . . 
Suddenly Sally began to smile. 
She stood up when Amy had 
finished. 

*A little more erust is what 
T need," she said to herself. 


HE moon was full. Тһе 
water was great. Sally 
emerged buoyantly from the 


little pool, sparkling drops of 
water dripping from her close 
fitting one-piece bathing suit. 
Martin, clad only in black 
trunks, followed her to the shore 
and shook himself like a great 
dog. 

“Glad I helped you with 
those pies?” he grinned. 

“Т am," admitted Sally. 
“Although I’m still wondering 
how we got through on time." 

"You've got what it takes," 
he said, his eyes feasting hun- 
grily upon her gleaming white 
curves. 

She glanced at him sharply. 
“Are vou talking about my 
cooking ability ?” 

“Everything.” 

“I think Гуе taken on a few 
pounds since I wore this suit 
last year,” she mused, glancing 
down at the stretched wool, 
tight over her straining bosom. 

She opened the door of his 
grey sports coupe. “I’m going 
to put on my beach suit," she 


said. “Хо peeking." 

“Then throw out my slacks,” 
he said. 

He had barely donned the 
latter, in place of the wet 
trunks, when the door swung 
open again, 

“All ready,” she called. 

“Tt didn’t take you very 
long," commented Martin. He 
climbed into the driver's seat, 
beside her. Не saw that she 
was wearing a  jersey-ike 
sweater and trousers of terry- 
cloth, which concealed her flesh 
but not the lines of her body. 
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““You've got what it takes ” 


“It’s too early to go home,” 
he said, glancing at his watch. 
“Shall we drive some place for 
a drink and a dance ?” 

“Га like to—but not in this 
outfit." 

“Guess you're right. Well, 
at least we can have a drink." 
He reached into the sidepocket 
and extracted a pint bottle of 
rye; unscrewed the cap, and 
used it as a jigger. 

While she drank, he turned 
on the radio on his instrument 
board. Strains of dance music 
floated softly into the night. 

“And we can have the dance 
music, even if there's no floor |” 


“Mmm, that's bad," whis- 
pered Sally. “Music always 
makes me feel so romantic!” 

They had two drinks apiece. 
Then Martin started the engine, 
backed the car halfway around. 

“What’s the idea?” 

“I wanted to be sure you 
could see that gorgeous moon." 

She let her head drop con- 
tently against the cushions, 
holding languorously the cigar- 
ette which he had lit for her. 
Тһе drinks had warmed her 
blood. Everything felt delight- 
fully pleasant and cozy. Не 
leaned close, kissed her sudden- 
ly under one pink ear. 

“Тт a gentleman," he whis- 
pered, “but unfortunately I’m 
also human, and you're madden- 
ingly beautiful . . . So if yov 
don't want things to happen, 
you'd better tell me to drive 
you back.” 

She murmured something. 

“What did you say ?? 

For answer she turned her 
head. Her eyes seemed to be 
shining coals in the darkness. 
His right arm slid under her 
shoulders, his lips clamped sud- 
denly against her soft warm 
mouth; his left hand pressed 
into her waist, felt her pliant 
body through the terrycloth. 
Her fingers tingled the bare 
flesh of his shoulder. 

“Now, what did you say?" 
he demanded, releasing her. 

"T was talking to myself," 
she sighed. “Т just remarked 
‘What’s a poor girl to do? The 
musie, the moon, and so forth." 

He wriggled free of the steer- 
ing gear. Forced her into the 
other corner. Her face was in 
the shadow now, but he could 
feel her breath on his cheek as 
he hovered over her. His lips 
explored her round throat. 
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“ ‘About time you got in, Amy whispered with a mild attempt at severity" 


Her cigarette dropped un- 
heeded on the grass outside, her 
slender arm glided about his 
neck. Their lips met again, and 
clung together in a long breath- 
less moment. She gasped, thrill- 
ing to the darting sensations 
which spread over her body in 
response to his touch. The 
terrycloth had slipped тір, 
almost under her armpits. His 
big warm hand slid into the 
hollow of her back, and as she 
pressed tightly against his 
muscleridged body she could 
feel her heart pounding wildly 
under his. Her eyes closed. 

Little night sounds mingled 
with the soft dreamy music of 
the radio. Moonbeams brushed 
the leaves and grass with silver 
touch. The air was warm and 
close . . . 

“There isn't much room in 
here," he murmured presently. 


The door of the car swung 
open. He stepped past her, 
then caught her under the knees 
and lifted her lightly; he сат- 
ried her to the shadowed side of 
the car; placed her carefully on 
the soft grass. Her ripe lips 
ground against his for a brief 
moment.... 


NLY one upstairs light was 

burning when Sally slipped 
her key into the doorlock of the 
Roadside Restaurant. Her 
beach suit was modestly secured 
about her lithe body; her 
bathing suit hung over one 
wrist. 

She tip-toed carefully up the 
steps, but just as she reached 
the second-floor landing a door 
opened and her sister stepped 
out, in rose-colored nightgown. 

* About time you got in," Amy 
whispered, with a mild attempt 


at severity. “Listen, I found 
a receipt in the kitchen closet 
for half a dozen pies from the 
town bakery. Henry says he 
doesn't know anything about 
liens 

“T ordered them,” said Sally. 
“T paid for them.” 

Her sister gasped. “And we 
advertise our pies as strictly 
home-made! Some crust you've 
got!” 

“Some crust!” echoed Sally, 
yawning. “But I simply had to 
get some pies somehow, and I 
may have to take a day off next 
week to go get a marriage 
license." 

“Оһ, stop talking gibberish 
and go to bed!” 


Sally smiled  contentedly. 
*Good-night darling. I wish you 
sweet dreams—as sweet as mine 
ought to Бе!” 


Once 100 Often 


INKIE GRANDIN 
knew how to handle gin 


but didn’t know how to 
control her imagination. Almost 
as soon as Binkie had learned to 
talk she had gone in heavily for 
applesauce. In fact, she posi- 
tively appaled her West Indian 
with her durid, baby 
tales. Ав she older 
Binkie’s imagination expanded 
until at eighteen she was, what 
Chick Holden termed, a “gifted 
and charming little liar". 


nurse 
grew 


But Chick was rather hard 
on her. Binkie’s fancies had to 
have an outlet somewhere, else 
she would have gone cuckoo 
with her own mental imagin- 
ings. She didn’t mean 
harm and she came to actually 
believe some of the whoppers 
she unloaded on the gang at the 
Country Club she 
chased around with. They, after 
a time, came to take her stories 
with a generous sprinkle of salt. 
Where Binkie shone was when 
there were new people at the 
club—snappy young men and 
pretty girls she could regalé 
with her yarns. 

Тһе lounge at the Rosetree 
Country Club was а cheery spot 
eold, afternoon 
toward twilight. А log ‘fire 
hlazed, there was only one light 
to dispel the shadows and plenty 
of aleoholie cheer. The gang 
was all there. Sterling West- 
over, Naney Hay, Dick Con- 
Orville Lansing, Dot 
Palmer, Carey Blair and Mar- 
zelle Whitfield. Binkie was 
slumped in an enormous En- 


any 


Rosetree 


one snowy 


over, 
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glish club chair that made her 
look about five years old. 

She sat with her slim, hand- 
some legs hooked over the arm. 
Тһе tight jersey skirt she wore 
had slipped up above her stock- 
ing tops and a patch of white 
creamy thigh showed before it 
slipped under something pink 
and frilly. The light from the 
fire gave her burning red mouth 
а strange, golden glow. 

3inkie listened absently to 
the same old snappy stories and 
ones. She felt ter- 
ribly comfortable, firewarmed 
and lazy. She looked over at 
good old Sterl Westover, pen- 
sively wondering if Sterl loved 
more than Chick Holden 
and if Chick cared more than 


some new 


her 


“— “gifted 
and 
charming 
little 
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Cary Blair. Lately Binkie be- 
lieved there had been a subtle 
change in her suitors. They 
seemed to be oddly going away 
from her, losing the fine frenzy 
of passionate interest that had 
carried her triumphantly 
through an enchanted summer. 

“Tf anyone should ask me,” 
Dot Palmer drawled, “I think 
you should have your mouths 
washed cut with brown 
Ugh! Disgusting!” 

“Filth, beautiful filth!” Or- 
ville Lansing murmured. 


Soap. 


“All the same,” Nancy Hay 
maintained stoutly, “he did try 
to get in my room and I didn’t 


have a thing on except 
“Hey, hey" Chick Holden 
interrupted. 


“Better take 
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another little drink, Nancy. 
Make you want to sing and 
dance !”” 

"] don’t want to sing and 
dance. I wanna go home. If 
I'm late tonight papa spank!” 

Тһе conversation veered from 
the risque to a contemplation of 
tomorrow and tomorrow. Mar- 
zelle Whitfield left off speculat- 
ing if Adam had a navel and 
the talk turned to skiing and the 
huge, stupendous winter sports 
carnival Rosetree was to know 
within a fortnight. Then, quite 
suddenly, someone spoke of Lars 
Olson, the Canadian ski cham- 
pion. Binkie toyed with the 
title. Lars Olson. She remem- 
bered hearing about him in the 
streets of Montreal last winter 
when she had gone to Canada 
on a devilishly damp party. 
Lars Olson! 

Binkie stirred in the deep 
depth of her chair. She looked 
at Naney and Dot Palmer with 
musing, half-shut eyes. Then 
she sampled the contents of the 


tall glass beside her and spoke 
drowsily : 

"Lars" Binkie said, “is a 
sweet boy." 

Тһе Palmer girl turned to 
her quickly. “Do you know 
him? Oh, how thrilling! I've 
been reading about Lars Olson 
for the past two years. He must 
be wonderful." 

*He's more than wonderful," 
Binkie announced with enthusi- 
asm. “Hes heavenly. То see 
him take off on the crest of a 
hill, whirl down the chute, 
launch himself into space, meet 
the earth with express train 
speed and finish out perfectly. 
It’s like seeing a star drop out 
of the sky!” 


“Where did you meet 
Olson?" Cary Blair asked 
Binkie. Cary would ask that. 


Binkie disliked him intensely. 
Besides kaving a big nose Blair 
was a charter member of the 
Modern Order of the Wander- 
ing Hand. 

“When I was in Montreal 
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last winter,” she answered 
briefly. “You kids don't know 
it," she went on, *but I have 
dear secrets that concern Lars 
and myself. Last winter we 
were secretly engaged. I—we 
—together we went to Lars’ 
little mountain lodge near Sur- 
le-Mer for a week-end. Don’t 
breathe it to a soul. Nobody 
knows about it—about that 
twenty-four hours of love and 
romance. Oh, boy!” 

As Binkie expected her state- 
ment made quite a stir. Dot 
and Marzelle crowded in closer 
to get the particulars. Nancy, 
whose bedroom was always 
being broken into, listened en- 
viously to Binkie’s imaginary 
facts concerning the unholy 
twenty-four hours. Ав she 
warmed to the subject Chick 
Holden and Sterl Westover 
slipped out of the lounge room 
and went down to the bar. 
Holden shook his head sadly. 

“She’s in again. Lars Olson ? 
Binkie wouldn’t know him if 


* *You kids 
don't 
know ii, 
she 
went on, 
‘but I 
have dear 
secrets 
that 
concern 
Lars and 
myself’ ” 
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she fell over his feet." 

‘Darn shame," Westover 
commented. “Right now she’s 
in there selling her virtue to 
make a holiday for Dot and that 
other girl. Something ought to 
be done about it.” 

“Something must be done 
about it,” Holden agreed, order- 
ing needle beer. “Tell me 
something, Sterl. Still in love 
with the girl friend?” 

“That’s the worst of it!” 
Westover admitted morosely. 
“Anthony’s wel known affec- 
tion for Cleopatra was like a 
smouldering ash tray compared 
with the fiery voleano of my 
love for Binkie. I love her, lies 
and all. Tve tried to hide it. 
tried to cure myself because 
who wants a wife with an 
imagination like hers around 
the house ?? 

“Not I for one, two or 
three!” Holden muttered, dip- 
ping into the stein of suds be- 
fore him. “If my wife isn’t 
truthful Га beat her.” 

“T ean't sock Binkie," West- 
over declared. 

“Afraid ?” 

“No, love her too much. Look 
here, Chiek. Get plastered, 
won't you? When you get tight 
you get swell ideas. Remember 
how you doped out the stunt to 
swipe the chorus girl's panties 
at the frat dance in Cambridge? 
Be a pal, Chick. Tank up and 
let's get together and figure out 
how we ean jolt Binkie back to 
normaley. Will you?” 

“Sure thing!  Pve never 
thrown down a friend yet. Hey, 
Gus!” Holden bawled at the 
bartender. “Stand by, I’m 
going to get mellow so I can 
hand this guy an idea. Have a 
couple of kegs brought up from 
the cellar. Sterl, we'll fix 
Binkie or drown in the at- 
tempt!” 


“Righto 1” 

Meanwhile, in the cheery 
lounge room, Binkie finished 
her extravagant story of aching 
kisses, fiery embraces, joyous 
hours and the twenty-four hours 
of love in the frigid wilderness 
of His Majesty’s Canadian do- 
main. Dot Palmer and Mar- 
zelle, all stirred up and excited, 
finally checked out to hike 
across the snowy golf links for 
home. Nancy Hay left with 
Cary Blair and his big nose and 
Sterling Westover wandered in 
to Binkie. 

“Going home, youngster ? It’s 
nearly seven. I got Steve to put 
chains on the Lizzie. Pll take 
you down if you want.” 

“Reliable ole Sterl. Coming 
right up. Waitll I wash my 
grubby paws and straighten out 
my complexion. Meet you 
around front in five minutes, 
angel.” 

“Five minutes? That means 
a half hour. Нор to it!” 

“Look here," Binkie began, 
when Westover put the Ford in 
second and went down the steep 
grade up to the club, “What 
was the idea of walking out on 
me when I was telling those 
brats about my affair with Lars 
Ilson? Jealous?’ 

“Did you ever really meet 
this Olson bird?’ Westover 
asked bluntly. 

“Meet him? Ohmigosh! 
Didn’t you hear me telling how 
intimate we’d been! Didn’t—” 

“That isn’t answering my 
question. Did you ever meet 
Olson ?” 

Binkie gave him a sidelong, 
hasty glance. Was it possible 
her old Sterl was doubting her ? 
She forced indignation, widen- 
ing her turquoise eyes. 

“Pig! Double pig! Are you 
trying to tell me you don’t be- 
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“—Binkie got a swell idea” 


lieve my story? Are you doubt- 
ing my word? What's the 
idea ?? 

“T was merely,” Westover re- 
sponded quietly, “asking you a 
question—a simple if not so 
pure question.” 

“Т loved Lars last winter," 
Binkie said in a far away little 
voice. “This winter, no. Last 
winter, yes. Sterl! Drive more 
carefully! We nearly skidded 
into that fence!” 

When they reached Snap- 
dragon Walk and the Grandin’s 
Spanish-type house, Binkie 
pulled her chin out of her baron- 
duki collar and rubbed it 
against Westover's left cheek. 
Then she moved it around to 
his mouth, pressing hers against 
it in one of those torrid kisses 
she was famous for. After all, 
Sterl was а lamb of а lad. She 
liked him because he was good 
looking, because he could carry 
his liquor well, because he could 
love like nobody's business and 
was cracker-jack in all sports. 
Sterl had never been a Pawknee 
Indian. He was one of the few 
who had never tried to break 
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into Nancy Hay's bedroom and 
never once had he mentioned 
any honeymoon - without - wed- 
ding-ring trips. Sterl was a 
peach ! 

“Love me a little or love me 
a lot?” Binkie purred. 

Westover kissed her cold 
cheek. “Dunno. Tell you 
better in a couple of weeks,” he 
replied mysteriously. ‘Better 
get inside now before that cute 
little sehnozzle of yours is frost- 
bitten. So long, see you all of 
a sudden !”” 

“Tf I don't see you first! Try- 
ing to get rid of me, huh? 
Listen, I'm not used to it. Other 
mugs cut throats for my 
kisses 1? 

It was exactly eight and one- 
half days later when Binkie got 
the supreme shock of her young 
life. She was shooting a game 
of billiards at Rosetree with 
Naney Пау and young Lansing 
when the door burst open and 
Chick Holden came in like a 
tornado. He carried a telegram 
in one hand and was steamed up 
like a kitchen kettle. 

“Drop those cues!’ Chick 
hollered. ‘Look at the telegram 
the Carnival Committee just 
pulled off the wire! Boy, oh, 
boy! If Rosetree isn’t in luck 
I can make a grand piano out 


of a hard boiled egg! Guess 
who sent this telegram ?" 

"Tell us" Nancy Hay 
pleaded. 


“What’s all the excitement?” 
Lansing inquired. 

For some unknown reason 
Binkie felt a stealthy chill begin 
to creep through her. She 
eouldn’t understand what all 
the shouting was about but she 
did know she had a premonition 
of impending diaster. She tried 
to shake it off and stared at 
Chick with round, wondering 
eyes. 
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Holden struck a pose, opened 
the telegram, cleared his throat 
and made the announcement in 
ringing accents: 

“This telegram, brethern and 
sistern, was sent by Lars Olson! 
Yes, siree! Right from Lars 
Olson in Montreal and if you 
think I’m crazy and know how 
to read take this here message 
and see for yourselves! Olson 
has agreed to put on an exhibi- 
tion of ski jumping at the car- 
nival Saturday. He's promised 
to be here Friday night whether 
it snow, whether it blow, 
weather or по!” 

Lars Olson! 

Binkie felt a little faint. Her 
mind spun around like a top. 
She swallowed nothing, breathed 
hard and heard her heart go 
plunk as it sank. Lars Olson! 
At last she was going to be 
shown up for the cheerful little 
liar she was, the fatuous faker! 
Lars Olson! Coming to Rose- 
tree—coming, coming, coming 
to write fimis to all the grand, 
thrilling and pulse-quickening 
fairy tales she had fooled them 
with for the last two years. 


“What a mess"  Binkie 
wailed secretly, while Naney 
and Lansing and Holden all 
began plying her with questions. 
She had to brazen it out some 
way through there was death in 
her soul. Her very despair and 
the realization that good old 
Sterl would see her shown up 
as a prize fabricator was a goad- 
ing lash that whipped her to 
false surprise and well feigned 
rapture. 

"Lars coming here!" Binkie 
shrieked. “What a treat! Like 
caviar and a rum cocktail! Am 
Т happy? Am I excited? Аш 
I torrid and troubled? Just 
you ask me? My Lars! Oh, 
for his kisses, for his arms 


around me again and for the 
thrill that comes once in a wife 
бте!” 


UT that night when Binkie 

lay sleepless and restless in 
her mauve bedroom in the near- 
Spanish chateau, her mind 
ticked like a thousand tiny 
watches. She had to do some- 
thing. She surely wasn't going 
to let the whole gang in on the 
knowledge of her infamous 
yarns. She didn’t intend to let 
anybody know she was the 
world’s champion liar, old Sterl 
least of all. Around two a.m. 
when the moon was calling it a 
night, Binkie got a swell idea. 
After all, there wasn’t a thing 
to worry about. This Lars Olson 
person was due at Rosetree at 
one o'elock Friday afternoon. 
Well, then, what was to prevent 
her from skipping over to Ox 
Ridge and spending the weck- 
end with her Aunt Harriet and 
her twin cousins, Ітепе and 
Arlene? 


Beautiful idea! Nothing to 
itatall! She wouldn't tell any- 
body, or anyone except Sterl 
Westover she was going to Ox 
Ridge! She would stay there 
until the winter sports carnival 
was over and the Olson she had 
never met had beat it back to 
Canada! Some idea! Some 
plan! Some— 


Binkie punched the pillow 
into a soft ball, sighed and 
drifted off into а deep, con- 
tented sleep. 


Yet, the best laid plans often 
are shot to pieces. "That fatal 
Friday morning when Aunt 
Harriet and the twins expected 
her at Ox Ridge, and Binkie 
reached the Rosetree railroad 
station to grab the 10:15 she 
found the platform jammed 
with every member of the gang. 
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At first Binkie thought Sterl 
had told them she was leaving 
town for the week-end and that 
they were there to see her off. 
Then, when she asked questions, 
she got the second shock of her 
life. 

"What's up?" Dick Conover 
echoed. “Don’t you know any- 
thing, honey bunch? Why, our 
visiting celebrity changed the 
time of his arrival. Lars Olson 
is due any minute now—” 

A whistle hooted down the 
tracks. The steel rails hummed. 
A train came into view and it 
wasn’t the train that was to take 
3inkie to Aunt Harriet’s. This 
one came from the opposite di- 
rection! 

“Here he comes!" the crowd 
velped. 

Binkie wanted to run. She 
wanted to sneak off and just 
wither up and blow away some- 
where. She could do neither. 
The train pounded in, Chick 
Holden. caught one of her arms, 
somebody else took the other 
and the next minute Binkie 
was hustled down to the third 
coach where, on the steps, a 
young man who carried a tall 
pair of skis and wore a knitted 
cap, for the amateur 
photographers who thrust out 
cameras to snap him. Another 
minute and a welcoming com- 
mittee from Rosetree greeted 
Olson. Sterling Westover 
stepped close to Binkie and 
hissed ironically in her ear: 

“There’s your ex-lover! Go 
to it! Теё see if he remembers 
you!” 

To Binkie it was a challenge 
she could not turn away from. 
Tt was her test and there was 
nothing to do except admit she 
was a fraud or—go through 
with it. Binkie chose the latter 
and went to it with vim and 
vigor. 


posed 


She broke away from Sterl 
and threw herself on Lars Ol- 
son. She linked both arms 
about his neck, kissed him full 
on the lips and managed to get 
the same lips close enough to his 
ear to whisper a frantie plea: 

*Don't—give me away—ex- 
plain later—we’re old friends— 
you were my sweetie in 
Canada?" Aloud, Binkie cried 
for the benefit of the others: 
"Lars, you adorable creature! 
Just think you're here!” Close 
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"Then she was in his arms— 


to his ear again she whispered 
a final word: “Тһе name is 
Binkie!” and then stood off to 
see if the famous ski jumper 
was bright enough to take her 
bait or so damned dumb he'd 
give her away. 

Lars Olson, tall and blond as 
a Viking should be and tremen- 
dously attractive, filled Binkie's 
frightened heart with joy by 
fitting perfectly into his role. 

“Binkie!” he chortled. “It’s 
so nice to meet you again! 
Weren’t you surprised at my 
coming, darling?" 

Binkie shot a triumphant 
look at Sterling Westover before 
the committee conducted the 
visitor to the gaily decorated 
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motor car waiting for him. 
Binkie, once the cavalcade 
headed for the Country Club, 
darted into the station's waiting 
room, spilled thirty-five cents 
into the telephone box and got 
Ox Ridge on the wire. 

*Oh, Aunt Harriet," Binkie 
lamented, up to her old tricks 
again, “I’m so sorry I won't be 
able to came out for the week- 
end. You see, I slipped on the 
ice this morning and sprained 
my ankle. No, it’s nothing 
much, simply annoying, and 
Im afraid PI have to stick ` 
around the house here. Tell 
the twins I’m broken down with 
grief because I can't come.” 

And that was all until cock- 
tail hour at Rosetree where 
Binkie found herself the popu- 
lar heroine of the moment. They 
hal all gone down to the grill 
for turkey sandwiches and col- 
lege songs, leaving her quite 
alone in the lounge room. Alone, 
that is, until a step sounded and 
Lars Olsen entered. When he 
saw Binkie he shut the door, 
tossed his cigarette into the fire- 
place and went over to her. 

“Ah! So it’s my little last 
year's sweetheart ? "They've been 
telling me how you were en- 
gaged to me last winter and 
how you broke the engagement. 
It's been very interesting, very. 
I like the part where you went 
to my lonely eabin for twenty- 
four hours of love alone with 
me. That was really the high- 
light of the whole business." 

“You needn’t rub it in,” 
Binkie said in a small voice. 

“Im not rubbing it in. I 
want to get to the bottom of 
this. What’s the idea?” 

“T was just kidding them,” 
Binkie confessed faintly. “Any 
harm in that?” 
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“You mean," Olson corrected 
grimly, *you were lying to 
them |? 

“Yes, I guess I was.” 

He faced her and there was 
an air about him that Binkie 
didn’t like. 

“Little girls who tell lies 
have to be punished,” Lars 
Olson stated crisply. “If they 
are not punished they go on 
telling lies and the first thing 
you know a lot of people get in 
trouble. Look what you've 
done to my reputation. You've 
made me out little better than 
а heinous boudoir bandit. 
Really, according to you I'm 
nothing more than some de- 
praved monster who feasts on 
innocence. No ski jumper can 
put up with a thing like that, 
you know.” 

“What are you going to do 
about it?" Binkie asked in the 
same small, woebegone tone. 

“They tell me the woman 
pays and pays and pays. You’re 
a woman so you'll have to pay 
and pay and pay." 

“How ?" 

“Tve been thinking it over 
nearly all afternoon. That talk 
about the lodge in the mountains 
struck me forcefully. It just 
happens the club offieials have 
given me the use of a small log 
cabin near the ninth green on 
the golf course. You probably 
know it. The one with the 
crossed snowshoes over the door- 
way.” 

“Yes, I know it." 

“Im glad you do. Now, 
here's the point. TIl be at said 
log cabin at ten o'clock tonight. 
I shall expect you at that hour. 
Get me?” 

“Huh?” Binkie blurted out. 
“Expect me? what for ?" 

Lars Olson smiled. It wasn’t 


the kind of smile Binkie en- 
joyed looking at. 

“What for? Why, for twenty- 
four hours of love—what you've 
been telling the others about at 
my expense!" 

Binkie jumped up, her eyes 
blazing. “Twenty-four hours of 
love? Say, you've got your 
nerve |^ 

Olson shrugged. “АП right. 
So you won't come? That's up 
to you. You've made your 
choice and everything's settled." 

“Wait a minute,” Binkie 
said, when he turned to the 
door. “Where are you going ?" 

“Down to the grill—to tell 
them how you've lied and lied! 
Why?" 

Binkie knew she was caught 
in the rollers, away out beyond 
her depth. Either she had to 
do what he wanted or it was 
flowers and slow music. Nobody 
would ever believe her again— 
no matter what she said. Sweet 
old Sterl would immediately 
give her the air and she would 
be shunned and looked upon as 
a social leper. 

“Listen, Lars Olson," Binkie 
said in her most wheedling 
voice, “don’t be a boy like that. 
Be nice. You don’t want me to 
make any supreme sacrifice like 
the one you're thinking about. 
Girls only do things like that 
in the movies. Let's shake hands 
on it and I'll promise you on 
my solemn word of honor never, 
never, never to tell another 
white lie as long as I live." 

She waited expectantly. Lars 
Olson shook his head. 

*No! Tonight at ten or I go 
straight down to the grill and 
tell 'em! Make up your mind 
but be quick about it. Which 
shall it be?" 

Binkie gasped at straws. “Т 


--ГІ come to the cabin!" she 
told him. 

He gave her a significant 
look. “Don’t try any monkey 
business or attempt to wriggle 
out of it. If you’re not there 
at ten sharp I'll tell everybody 
the first thing tomorrow morn- 
ing.’ 

“TIl be there," Binkie said, 
and almost choked on the words. 

She erept home like a forlorn 
little mouse. How slowly the 
hours passed. How ominous the 
eathedral chimes in grand- 
раррув clock in the foyer. 
Presently it was nine o'clock; 
then nine-thirty. Binkie put on 
her leather coat, boots, worsted 
muffler and skating cap. She 
slipped out the front door like 
a ghost. At the front gate she 
looked back at the Spanish casa. 
When she saw it again she 
would be a different girl. 

She reached the golf course 
and trudged across the ninth 
green. The cabin was there. 

“Ah, me!” Binkie exclaimed. 
“Poor me! Miserable me!” 

She hesitated at the door. 
Then she put her mittens to the 
knob, pushed it open and walked 
into darkness that was blacker 
than black. She stood there 
trembling all over until she 
mustered up enough courage to 
say in an ant-sized voice: 

“Тт here! There was no 
answer, not a sound. “Неге I 
am!" Binkie said. 

The very next minute the 
cabin went bright with electrie 
lights and Binkie almost 
fainted. Instead of the punish- 
ing Lars Olson there stood her 
sweet and faithful Sterling 
Westover ! 

“Are you cured ?” he asked. 

“Sterl!” Binkie screamed. 


(Continued on page 54) 


Shifted Shifts 


By OLIVER JAMES and F. K. YOUNG 


ster up to the curb, and 

brought it to a stop. А 
girl rushed from a doorway, 
quickly crossed the sidewalk and 
slipped into the seat beside 
Jerry. She closed the door with 
a quick movement of a dainty 
gloved hand, and the car purred 
softly away, Jerry shifting 
gears with a smoothness born 
of long practice. 

Once free of the gear lever, 
his hand came to rest upon the 
girl’s soft thigh, covered by a 
summery silk dress that draped 
provocatively about her pleas- 
ingly plump legs. 

“Good to see you again, Vi,” 
Jerry spoke, squeezing the soft 
flesh tenderly. “It’s tough to 
be a fireman, and have to work 
twenty-four hour shifts!” 

Violet sidled closer to Jerry’s 
big body. Her arm pressed 
about his neck, her firm bosom 
flattened against his chest. Her 
lips brushed his briefly, and 
then she turned her head to 
stare straight through the rakish 
windshield. 

“We must be careful, Vi,” 
Jerry cautioned. “We don’t 
have to worry about your hus- 
band—he’ll be busy until to- 
morrow morning—but he has 
friends who might see us!” 

Vi squeezed his hand gently. 
"It's so wonderful, having you, 
Jerry! I’m glad Bill works the 
alternate shift, so I can have 
you every other night!” 

Jerry’s brows drew together 
frowningly. They were head- 
ing toward the lake region, over 


1 ERRY coasted his big road- 


broad, smooth concrete. Forty, 
fifty, sixty, crept the needle of 
the speedometer dial. 

“This will probably be our 
last night together, Vi,” he 
said. 

“Why ? 
quickly. 

*Bill's been assigned to my 
shift, and will start working on 
that sehedule tomorrow morn- 
ing. We're both going to ride 
the rear platform of the rescue 
truck." 

“Aw, you're kidding!” Vi 
turned her large blue eyes re- 
proachfully to gaze into his 
brown ones. “It—it can’t be 


she demanded 


true! I need you, Jerry! It’s 
so lonesome when Bill is away 
for a whole day and night at a 
time! I couldn’t get along with- 
out you, Jerry! Tell me you’re 
only kidding!" 

Jerry thought he saw a tear 
trying to escape through her 
long, curling lashes; and he 
sighed. 

For two months, he and Bill's 
wife had been running around 
together. Discreetly, of course. 
He liked Bill, and felt he would 
do anything for him. But he 
also liked Bill’s wife! What a 
fix to be in! 

“You don’t really like me, 


“He dropped down beside her—" 


18 


Vi!” he said, sadly. 

“Don’t be like that 

"You've never really proved 
that you love me, you know—” 

“Well,” she drawled, her 
gaze on a dimpled knee revealed 
suddenly as a frisky wind raised 
the hem of her dress. “Is that 
—everything ?" 

Jerry glanced downward. He 
saw the velvety flesh just above 
the roll of her stocking. He 
observed that the leg rounded 
eut deliciously, inch by inch, 
only to disappear beneath the 
lacy edge of a pair of silk 
panties. 

"You're ravishing, Vi," he 
said earnestly. “Т don't know 
why I keep running around 
with you. I shouldn't, of course. 
I haven't any license to behave 
as I do. But sometimes I think 
I ought to gather you into my 
arms and possess you, body and 
soul!” 

“Oh, Jerry!” 

They were approaching the 
shore of a little lake. Savagely, 
Jerry shot the roadster into a 
side road that led to the edge of 
the water. He skidded the 
wheels to a stop, and reached 
hungry arms about the waist of 
the girl beside him. He drew 
her into a close embrace, and 
pressed feverish lips to hers. 

His right arm held her 
tightly. 

"Darling," he breathed, “Т 
can't even bear the thought of 
your staying every other night 
with your husband. I wish 
you'd leave him and live with 
me——alone !? 

“Баб Pm legally married to 
Bill, sweetheart! Гуе promised 
to love and obey him!” 

“But how about me? Where 
do I fit into that scheme ?” 

"You're only my sweetheart, 


Jerry—the only one ГЇЇ ever 
have, outside of Bill. Can't you 
let things be, just as they ате?” 

He pressed his lips once more 
to hers, then walked around the 
car and lifted her out. Expertly, 
he carried her through the 
brush to the edge of the water, 
and carefully let her down upon 
the sand. 

He dropped down beside her, 
and took her in his arms. A full 
moon rose splendrously over the 
horizon, casting a soft glow 
upon their features. One of 
Jerry's hands stroked Vi's soft 
blonde hair, the other caressed 
her smooth flesh. 

Vi sighed, as little thrills 
shot from Jerry’s finger tips and 
coursed electrically through her 
pulsating body. 

“Vi, darling,” he breathed in 
her ear, “I’ve never wanted any- 
thing as much as I want you 
right now!” 

His nimble fingers tugged at 
the band of her sweater and 
raised it, inch by inch, until 
it slipped above her heaving, 
brassiereless breasts, allowing 
them to come into full view. 

“Vi, darling?” he begged. 

“Does a fireman always ask 
a lady if she wants to be res- 
cued ?? she retorted... 


Pant had fallen the 

following evening when a 
long, black sedan crept close to 
the curb in front of Violet’s 
home, and Vi herself emerged 
from the house and climbed into 
the car. 

“Гуе been dying for this 
moment to arrive," exclaimed 
the driver. 

“Т really shouldn't have ac- 
cepted your invitation, Vi de- 
murred. “I’m married to the 
finest man in the world, and 
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he’d never forgive me if he dis- 
covered I had gone out with 
you, Tom! Not even if he 
realized that you, in your posi- 
tion as fire commissioner, could 
help him advance in the depart- 
теп!” 

Vi flashed entrancing 
smile, and cuddled closer to the 
man behind the wheel. 


an 


“That’s one of the reasons I 
like to take you out,” he said. 
“You know enough to be dis- 
creet—and you're so lovable! 
it’s good to know, Vi, darling, 
that you never go out with any- 
body but your husband aud 
ше.” 

Two hours later, they were 
speeding comfortably baek to 
the city, Vi nestled созу 
against the  commissioner's 
chest, while he drove with one 
hand on the wheel. 


“Vi, you're a devil!" he ex- 
claimed. 

*Devil?" she repeated curi- 
ously. 

“Yes, you lead a fellow along, 
and then refuse to permit him 
to go an ineh farther! Why not 
come up and see how nice my 
apartment looks, now that Гуе 
had it re-decorated ?" 

*You mean, don't you—why 
doesn't poor little fly walk into 
the big, bad spider's parlor?” 

“Now, Vi, he chuckled, 
“you could hardly call me a 
spider! How about coming up 
tonight? Bill won’t be through 
work until eight in the morn- 
ing!” 

“Well—” she hesitated, gaz- 
ing into his еуез... 

A few minutes later, the car 
stopped at the private entrance 
of a fashionable apartment 
building, and Tom and Vi 
slipped unnoticed, arm in arm, 


into the elevator and were 
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whisked to the top floor. 

*Well, Jerry, it seems good 
to be working with you again," 
Bill said in low tones, as they 
lay in their beds at Central Fire 
Station. 

"Yeah," answered Jerry, 
mentally cursing his luck. 

“Vi asks about you quite 
often, Jerry. She’ll be tickled 
pink when she learns we’re back 
on the same shifts again! You 
must come home with me to 
supper some time.” 

“That'll be great, Bill,” re- 
plied Jerry, wishing his partner 
would stop talking and go to 
sleep. “Just name the night, 
and ГІ be there with bells оп!” 

The men finally dozed off to 
sleep, inwardly hoping that the 
gong would remain silent dur- 
ing the night. 

But at 2, A. M., it clanged 
viciously ! 

Two dozen men rolled auto- 
matically from under the covers, 
quickly stepped into boots at the 
sides of their beds, yanked up 
the night pants draped around 
the boots, and ran to the shining 
brass poles. 

Ten seconds later, trucks were 
flying through the streets, sirens 
moaning, men flinging their 
arms into rubber coats as they 
clung to the rumbling appara- 
tus. 

Bill and Jerry could see 
flames shooting from the upper 
windows of a tall building as 
they raced through the darkness. 
Dense smoke rolled outward and 
upward, and stained the night 
sky. 

The rescue truck halted di- 
rectly in front of the building, 
while engine companies raced to 
nearby hydrants, draping long 
lines of hose behind them as 
they ran. Ladders were hur- 


riedly raised to several floors of 
the burning building. 

A white-clad sub-chief rushed 
up to Bill and Jerry: *Man and 
woman trapped on the fifth 
floor," he yelled. “See if you 
can get them!” 

Jerry was first to reach an 
aerial ladder resting against a 
fifth floor window. Bill was 
close behind. Up they went, 
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“—-staring calmly at her nude 
charms” 


their boots clumping on the 
wooden rungs of the ladder. 

Jerry paused an instant, as 
he spied the faces of a man and 
woman leaning out of the win- 
dow. He passed a mittened 
hand across his eyes as if dazed, 
then turned back to Bill. 

“Stay on the ladder,” he in- 
structed. “Pll go inside and 
help them out to you. You take 
one down and ГЇЇ handle the 
other!” 
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Jerry climbed several rungs 
higher, and swung one leg over 
the window sill. “Stand back 
inside!" he yelled. 

Bill, with the patience born 
of practice, waited alone on the 
ladder below. 

Jerry faced the gasping 
couple inside the burning build- 
ing. 

“Now, get this straight!" he 
shouted above the roar of the 
flames in the hall. “You've 
never seen this lady before, see? 
She came into your room in 
search of help! Got that ?" 


The man nodded, his eyes 
reddened and glassy from the 
smoke. 

“Хоу get out on that ladder," 
Jerry commanded, assisting the 
man through the open window, 
into Bill's waiting arms. 

Then Jerry turned toward 
the woman, staring calmly at 
her nude charms. His gaze 
wandered upward from her 
dainty, bare feet, to slender 
ankles and gently rounded 
calves, then to dimpled kness 
and lush thighs and hips. He 
3aw her flat abdomen, the swells 
of circular flesh above, topped 
by crests more crimson than the 
flames now leaping through the 
transom door. Then he stared 
into her startled, blue eyes, 
ignoring the appearance of her 
disheveled blonde hair. 

“And now, I've got something 
to tell you," he said, his voice 
tinged with passion. “I’m go- 
ing to carry you down safely. 
Im going to put you into а 
taxi, and give the driver in- 
structions to take you to my 
apartment. You!ll find a dress 
there, and a coat! You put them 
on, go home in another cab, and 
say nothing !” 

(Continued on page 55) 
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HE CALLS HER 
Cold Cream 
Because She's So 
NICE 
to a 


СНАР/ 


LOU: “Do you ever go out сп a party?” 


SUE: “Sure—I go out on every party.” 
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THELMA: “You must have been good 
and tired coming home from that auto ride 


last night." 


SELMA: *Well—I was tired anyway" 


NEVER PUT OFF UNTIL TOMORROW 
THE FELLOW YOU CAN MAKE TODAY 


FRENCH HUSBAND: ^I wonder if you 
ean tell me anything about my wife's where- 
abouts, Marie?" 


FRENCH МАП): “Ош, I sent zem to ze 


laundry zis morning." 


IF A GIRL 
Doesn't Live Up To 
her 
PAST 
It’s A Cinch Shell 
Have No 
FUTURE/ 


Rum Highball 


was alone in a new City. 

The window of her little 
room was wide, and as she sat 
beside it in the gathering 
shadows, the gentle breezes and 
sweet perfumes of a new spring 
drifting in eaused her to feel 


| EONA MARSHALL 


By GEORGE RICHARDS 


her loneliness even more than 
usual Only a week before she 
had left the comfort of her home 
town after a very disillusioning 
love affair with the son of the 
town's wealthiest man, and had 
come to the larger city in hopes 
of finding a new job, new 


CY, 


friends, and a new outlook on 
life. Thus far she hadn’t had 
much luck and as she thought 
over the events of the week just 
passed the walls of the little 
room seemed to press in and 
stifle her and she felt that she 
just had to go out and get some 


“—the monotony of sitting alone—" 
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fresh air before the monotony of 
sitting alone drove her mad. 
She jumped quickly from her 
chair and began to strip off the 
cotton smock which she had 
donned when she finished her 
evening bath. She caught it by 
the hem and drew it quickly up 
and over her curly blonde head. 
She stopped suddenly then and 
stared at her own nude reflec- 
tion in {he long glass set in the 


she stood lost in reverie—" 


closet door. She gazed first at 
her lovely face with its pert 
little nose, clear blue eyes and 
faintly freckled cheecks, and 
then her eyes wandered down 
over her soft white shoulders to 
the full swelling curves of her 
firm young bosom trembling 
from the effect of her haste. Her 
dimpled abdomen curved out to 
slender silk-soft hips, which in 
turn tapered down to long beau- 
tifully-formed legs, lovely 
enough to grace the stage in any 
theater in the country. She 
posed for a few minutes in vari- 
ous positions, and as she looked 
at herself a dull anger took pos- 
session of her Why should she, 
with beauty such as that, remain 
alone in a hall bedroom with 
nothing better to do than worry 
about the past and future. She 
wouldn’t be lonely any longer. 
Jut what could she do. She 
had been brought up in a very 
conservative atmosphere апа 
wasn’t the type that made 
friends too easily. She shrugged 
her shoulders helplessly апа be- 
gan to dress for her walk. 

First she pulled on a pair of 
feather-light silk panties that 
didn't quite hide the pulse- 
quiekening beauty of her milky 
thighs. Then she tried to con- 
fine the smooth curves of her 
bosom in an insignificant bras- 
siere, but she had trouble there. 
She donned a spring dress that 
buttoned all the way down from 
throat to hem, put on shoes and 
stockings, a spring coat, tucked 
her vagrant curls under а 
jaunty hat, and was ready for 
the street. As she turned to the 
door she caught a glimpse of her 
reflection in the mirror and for 
a moment felt a little bit guilty 
about going out without a bras- 
siere when she noticed how her 
swelling torso pushed out the 
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material of her dress, but she 
flung back her head and left the 
room, slamming the door loudly 
behind her. 

Once out on the street she 
walked swiftly, afraid that the 
men she passed would think she 
had no place to go and would 
attempt to flirt with her. She 
filled her lungs with the fresh 
spring air, inhaling deeply and 
taking long springing strides 
along the busy street. After a 
few minutes of this Leona felt 
like a new girl with no care in 
the world except for the fact 
that she was still just a little bit 
lonely and would have felt much 
better had she had a companion 
on her refreshing walk. Her 
eyes held a new sparkle, her 
cheeks a new flush, and her high 
bosom was rising and falling 
swiftly in sheer exhilaration. 

She walked for over an hour 
along the busy bright-lighted 
strange streets, completely ab- 
sounds and people. She particu- 
larly liked to watch the passers- 
by as she walked because city 
people were still comparatively 
new to her and she liked to feel 
that she was one of them and 
imitate their actions as they 
strolled along, talking and 
laughing and looking in store 
windows. Finally she turned 
towards home, going slowly, 
stopping to window-shop every 
few steps, sometimes moving 
from one window to another for 
several stores in a row. At one 
moment she was gazing intently 
at a collection of dainty lingerie 
and when she moved absent- 
mindedly to the next display she 
found herself admiring the win- 
dow of a liquor store. Тһе 
bottles she saw there brought 
tingling memories back to her in 
a rush, and she stood, lost in 
reverie, thinking over the many 
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“Не guided her to corner booth where they could be very much alone—" 


good times she had had back in 
her old home town when she had 
been going with Phil. He had 
always had a great fondness for 
rum highballs and never drank 
anything else. She herself had 
never drunk anything before 
she started going out with him 
but he had taught her to like 
the highballs almost as much as 
he did. And now, as these mem- 
ories crowded through her 
mind, she felt a great desire for 
just one more rum highball just 
for old time's sake. She thought 
for a moment, then, deciding 
suddenly, marched into the 
liquor store and purchased a 
half-pint of rum, the same 


brand she and Phil had always 
asked for. 

She had пеуег been іп a 
liquor store before and was glad 
when the purchase was complete 
and she could get away from the 
clerk's leering grin. She stuffed 
her change into her pocketbook, 
siezed her package, and dashed 
out the door. She just reached 
the sidewalk when in her great 
haste she crushed headlong into 
the very solid figure of a tall 
good-looking young man who 
was passing by. The impact 
threw them both off balance and 
as they staggered apart to look 
at each other angrily, the bottle 
Leona had been carrying 


slipped from her surprised 
grasp and fell to the sidewalk 
with a sickening crunch. 


Leona paled first and then 
trembled and  blushed with 
shame as she saw a crowd of 
eurious people gathering about. 
She turned in panie and fled 
down the street. But she had 
gone only a few steps when she 
felt her arms caught by a firm 
hand and hard a pleading voice 
saying, "Please, that was my 
fault. You must let me buy you 
another bottle, or at least let me 
pay for the one Т broke." 


“No, no, no. I don't want 
another cne. Please go away,” 
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she eried, but slowed her pace 
a little, nevertheless. 

The young man caught up 
with her and fell in step, saying, 
“But I can’t let you run away 
like this. I must at least pay 
for the damage I caused." 

*But I don't want anything 
and it wasn't your fault. Please 
don't bother me any more." 

“Well, then," he replied, 
"perhaps you owe me something. 
After all you shook me up quite 
a bit, you know, and I really 
could sue you. But I'd be glad 
to settle out of court if you'd 
have just one drink with me. 
Please, won't you even let me 
buy you one drink ?" 

Leona was considerable 
calmer by this time, and, 
notieing the anxious note in his 
voice she glanced sidewise at 
him, studying his well-formed 
features, his steady grey eyes, 
and his strong shoulders, and 
thought twice before she re- 
peated her former reply. She 
really was so lonely. That was 
why she had bought the rum in 
the first place, and here was a 
chance to relieve her loneliness 
for at least a little while. After 
a moment of such consideration 
she turned suddenly to the 
strange good-looking young man 
and said with a faint smile, 
“All right. ГЇЇ have just one 
drink with you if you'll really 
promise not to sue me.” 

He gave a glad cry, and seiz- 
ing her arm, piloted her swiftly 
up the street between the slow 
moving crowds. Not far from 
whre they had met they entered 
a small intimate cafe, dimly 
lighted and filled with the 
strains of soft, swinging dance 
music. He guided her to a 
corner booth where they could 
be very much alone and feasted 
his eyes upon her as she relaxed 
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upon the deeply cushioned seat. 
She felt his gaze upon her and 
thrilled to it as his eyes wan- 
dered from her curly blonde 
hair down over her flushed face 
and throat and dwelt upon the 
delicious curves of her full 
young bosom. When the wait- 
ress came he tore his eyes away 
long enough to give the order 
for two rum highballs and then 
stared at her again in silence 
until she grew almost em- 


“—gazing about her with 
interest” 


barrassed. Suddenly he said, “I 
hope you won't mind my saying 
it on such short acquaintance 
but you’re beautiful!” 

Leona laughed self-conscious- 
ly and flushed just a little bit 
more. The Highballs came then 
and she forgot her embarrass- 
ment as she began to drink. But 
strangely enough, the highballs 
didn’t call back the memories of 
Phil that she thought it would, 
but only made her more interes- 
ted in the young man who sat 
before her. She discovered that 
he was more than good-looking, 
that his curly black hair, clean- 
cut features, and splendid build 
made him more handsome than 
many a movie star she had seen. 


The first drink was soon dis- 
posed of and more ordered. 
Those too were soon gone, and 
with thme went all the reserve 
that Leona felt towards her es- 
cort, and all the loneliness she 
had felt, and all memory of the 
unpleasantness of the past week. 
By that time she coud think of 
nothing but the touch of his 
strong hand and the thrilling 
pressure of his knees against 
hers as they pressed together 
under the table. Suddenly he 
leaned across the table and 
pulled her toward him. Their 
lips met and clung in a fervent 
kiss that made her eyes close 
and sent the blood pounding 
through her veins. She trem- 
bled with delight as she felt his 
hand brush across her swelling 
bosom. 

The waitress interrupted them 
then to tell them that the place 
was closing, and asked if they 
wanted any more drinks. They 
sprang apart in confusion and 
ordered two more. By the time 
the drinks arrived they had 4е- 
cided that it was much too early 
to part and that it would be a 
very good idea to have a night- 
cap at his apartment. They 
lost no time in finishing their 
drinks and leaving the place. On 
the way out Leona noticed that 
the lights seemed hazy and 
things appeared to be blurred 
but she couldn’t tell whether it 
was due to the effect of the rum 
or the intensity of her emotion. 

Once outside they got into a 
cab and started off to the ad- 
dress the driver had received 
while the couple snuggled to- 
gether in the back seat and be- 
gan an embrace that lasted until 
they drew up before an im- 
posing apartment building in a 
part of the city that was still 
completely strange to Leona. 
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They go tout of the elevator at 
the tenth floor and she let her- 
self be guided down the hall and 
shown into a completely dark 
apartment. She paused a 
moment just inside the door as 
the lights were lit and was 
dazzled by the beauty of the 
room she had entered. It was 
furnished throughout in mod- 
ernistie manner with amazingly 
comfortable furniture, the walls 
were hung with a few good pic- 
tures by well-known artists, and 
the whole room was lit by soft 
lights that seemed to spring 
from nowhere. Leona walked 
forward wide-eyed and sank 
down upon one of the deep 
couches, relaxing completely, 
gazing about her with interest. 
Her host took her hat and coat, 
disposed of them, and returned 
to the room to find Leona try- 
ing to get a program on the 
elaborate radio. Suddenly she 
pushed a button that seemed to 
have no purpose and was 
startled to see the top of the 
radio slowly open and unfold 
revealing a complete bar. con- 
taining everything from well- 
stocked bottle racks to a silver 
bueket of cracked ice. 

Her host laughed gayly at 
her surprise and then turned 
bartender. Не took from the 
racks a quart bottle of their 
brand of rum, drew out a chilled 


bottle of ginger ale, some ice 
and glasses and mixed two high- 
balls. He gave her one. They 
sampled the drinks and then left 
them at the bar while they be- 
gan to dance to the lilting musie 
coming from the radio. As they 
danced they pressed close to- 
gether and the touch of his 
fingertips moving over her back 
sent electric thrills of pleasure 
coursing up and down her spine. 
She clung to him closer, her 
bosom trembling and yielding 
against the broad chest of her 
partner. Their lips met once 
more in a long clinging kiss and 
they sank down upon the soft 
waiting couch. Leona twined 
her arms closely about the neck 
of the man whose name she still 
didn’t know and clung to him 
tightly, as his adventurous 
hands strayed. His fingers were 
cool against her warm trembling 
skin, and she pulled him closer 
to her. She finally broke from 
his embrace and leaped im- 
patiently to her feet, letting her 
dress slip from her dainty white 
shoulders to the floor, revealing 
her clad in nothing but long silk 
stockings and the sheerest of 
silk panties that clung skin- 
tight to her curving thighs. She 
posed before him while he gazed 
in wonder at the breathtaking 
beauty of her flawless body, then 
suddenly caught her again in 
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his arms and drew her down 
upon the couch. 


Her breath was coming in 
quick uncontrollable gasps. She 
sighed, drew his curly head 
down to her and pulled him 
close in a wild embrace..... 


ANY hours later, long after 

dawn, the man of the house 
awoke and turned to gaze at the 
lovely figure that lay beside him 
relaxed in sleep. As he drew 
back the covers to feast his eyes 
on Lona’s beautiful form she 
awoke and gazed at him lovingly 
with dreamy eyes still filled 
with sleep. 

“Good morning darling," he 
kissed her lightly. “You'd 
better get up now. We have a 
lot to do today.” 


*B-but I can’t do anything 
today.” She protested drowsily, 
“T have to find a job.” 


“You’ve already got a job 
that’ll last for life if you'll only 
take it. I want you to marry 
me. Will you, Sweetheart ?" 


“Yes I will dearest, but 
you'll have to promise to tell 
me your name." 


‘Don’t worry about that, 
honey," he eried joyously, leap- 
ing from the bed. *That'll be on 
the marriage license we're going 
to get right now." 
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UPON THE PARLOR FLOOR 


2 WAS а balmy summer evening and a goodly crowd was there, 
E Which well nigh filled the parlor in a hotel near Times Square; 
Though songs and snappy stories came o'er the transomed door, 
Inside, a bride, stepped to one side and posed upon the floor. 


о 


ey X THAT ho," the bridegroom faltered, as the guests set up a roar 


“Come Madeline, come tell us, just what you are posing for?’ 
And when she hiccoughed “Venus,” there arose an added din 
"Who ever heard of Venus with her clothes on—full of gin?" 


HIS so ineensed the lady that she started in to strip, 

But gin and elothes, that tangled toes, soon made this baby trip; 

More than a few then changed their view, the husband true, grew sore, 
Unlovely Madeline lay sprawled, aeross the parlor floor. 


о 
YES that would beat the Koh-inoor—a wealth of chestnut hair; 
But who was looking at her eyes—not any person there, 


And on that Times Square parlor floor, in all her sorry plight, 
Madeline lay, asleeping there dead—to the world, all night. 
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Love Grown “Up 


ARRY BAYER stared 
H moodily at the wind- 
rifled lake and in- 
dulged in great surges of self 
pity over his particularly sad 
predicament. Ав far as in- 
dividual needs were concerned, 
he had all the money in the 
world and a whole life time of 
leisure in which to spend it, 
yet he was bored absolutely 
stiff. Being something of a 
philosopher as well as somewhat 
lazy, he could not find a use for 
either the time nor the money 
that gave him any real and last- 
ing pleasure. He was too young 
and full of life to become a 
patron of arts or letters; too 
lazy to give himself seriously to 
sports; far too intellegent to en- 
joy the eompany of other rich 
young idlers of either sex. 
Those engaged in business were 
too busy to bother about him 
and his own affairs were so сар- 
ably managed that апу effort on 
his part to meddle in them was 
frowned upon by the managers. 
Indeed a sad plight, he thought, 
for a young, able-bodied man to 
be in. 

At that moment an ex- 
plosion took place in the back 
of his head; his thoughts 
erupted into a whirling universe 
of many colored stars. As these 
constellations faded and his 
rudely scattered faculties began 
to gather themselves, he found 
he was holding his still ringing 
head with one hand and a large 
and very hard rubber ball with 
the other, while in front of him 
danced a wildly excited terrier 
who seemed bent on tearing his 
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arm out of its socket. He stared 
hard at the dog in an effort to 
concentrate his jolted wits. Sud- 
denly his downward gaze was 
arrested by a dainty pair of 
white shoes that moved into his 
limited range of vision. From 
them rose a lovely pair of 
ankles that swept in enchanting 
curves to sweetly rounded 
calves and these in turn—. At 
this point the details were ob- 
seured by the hem of a stiffly 
starched dress. 


“The girl was so Торе" 


“T’m—I’m dreadfully sorry,” 
said a small, contrite voice. 
“Did it hurt very much ?? 

Without raising his eyes 
above the concealing hem, he 
replied ; 

“Tt hurt like the Devil, but 
what was it?” 

“T was throwing the ball for 
Plato but I’m afraid Pm not a 
very good thrower.” 

“Yowre a mighty strong one 
at least," growled Harry. “But 
why Plato? I don’t see any- 


thing philosophical about that 
pup." 

Тһе girl chuckled. 

"Hes very 
about his fleas.” 


philosophical 


To justify this opinion, Plato 
gave serious attention to several 
of the more persistent ones. 

By this time the Bayer head 
cleared a bit and it decided that 
such graceful ankles might well 
be accompanied by an equally 
graceful body. Harry took a 
chance and looked. Не was 
well repaid for the effort; never 
before had he seen so engaging 
à creature as stood smiling down 
athim. A piquantly grave face 
of real beauty was crowned by 
a wind-tossed mass of auburn 
hair. Trim little shoulders, 
squared valiantly at the world, 
sloped to a slender waist, and 
even the stiff, white uniform 
could not hide the alluring 
sweep of rounded hips and 
thighs. Her smooth skin was 
the color of old parchment un- 
derlaid by the rich warmth of 
racing, young blood. The girl 
was so lovely that Harry stared 
longer than he realized; she be- 
came restive under his gaze. 

“I hate to disturb your rev- 
erie, but if you have looked at 
me enough, ГЇЇ take my ball 
and go." 

CMy dear girl" replied 
Harry, “never scorn honest ad- 
miration. A man could look at 
you for hours and enjoy every 
ininute of it." ; 

The girl flushed prettily, 
turned to leave, then hesitated 
a minute. 
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“Will you please return the 
ball" she asked primly. 

“Т should keep it as a sort of 
war relie," replied Harry, *but 
ГП compromise and extract 
damages at the same time." 

“What do you mean?” 

“TI give the ball to Plato if 
you'll sit down and talk to me 
for a while. Surely, I’m en- 
titled to some payment for my 
injuries. Besides, I’m bored to 
death. How about it?” 

He moved over on the bench 
and invited the girl to share it 
with him. The dog barked ex- 
eitedly, and pled so earnestly 
that the man could not deny 
him. He gave the ball a mighty 
heave and away went Plato in 
hot pursuit. Plato's guardian 
rewarded him with a lovely 
smile as she seated herself. 

“Т really am very sorry," she 
said. “It was so clumsy of me 
but I've thrown that darned ball 
so many times this afternoon, I 
can hardly lift my arm. It 
would take an army of men to 
tire that dog." 

“Не does seem pretty lively! 
As far as the ball goes, I’m glad 
you hit me with it. І was get- 
ting tired of sitting here by my- 
self and now look. I have a 
charming companion." 

At that moment, Plato raced 
up, deposited the ball at his 
lady’s feet and backed away ex- 
pectantly. As she stooped to 
pick it up, the starched dress 
fell away from her bosom af- 
fording Mr. Bayer a complete, 
if fleeting, view of its beauty. 
The girl caught the direction of 
his ardent gaze and blushed 
again as she hid it with a pro- 
tective palm. Harry looked 
away suddenly, embarrassed. 
By way of breaking the tension, 
he said ; 
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“Му name is Harry Bayer." 

“Т know," replied his com- 
panion. “Гуе seen you come 
out of your house," indicating 
the huge, architectural mon- 
strosity opposite, on Fifth 
Avenue. “Т live right next— 
next door to you—at least I 
work there." 


“Oh yes! Old шап Ray- 
mond's place. He's а damned 
old crab.  Grouchiest man I 
ever met. I haven't been over 
there in years—since I was a 
kid." 

“Mr. Raymond is not a crab. 
He's a dear!" cried the girl 
angrily. “Не has а lot of 
troubles, for all his money. His 
daughter, Helen,—" 

*What ever happened to that 
kid?’ Harry interrupted. “We 
used to play together when we 
were kids but I haven’t seen her 
since he sent her away to 
school. That was ten years ago. 
Good lord! I’m getting old!” 

“You’re not so old, I guess,” 
the girl chuckled. Mr. Bayer 
felt sure she was thinking of his 
recent scrutiny of her charms. 
He was surprised to find him- 
self blushing a little. He heard 


the chuckle expand into a 
throaty laugh. 
“Helen—Miss. Helen, I 


mean—came home two weeks 
ago. I'm—Im her maid. To 
return the courtesy, my name 
is Helen too, Helen Sears." 

“Тш glad to meet you, Miss 
Sears. Very glad indeed! And 
Im particularly glad you’re 
not Helen Raymond. As I re- 
member her, she was a fresh, 
leggy brat with red hair and 
freckles. Pll never forget her 
long, skinny legs. Is she still 
like аё?” 

“You can hardly expect me 
to criticize my mistress," Helen 


retorted haughtily, “and I cer- 
tainly think it very bad taste 
on your part to poke fun at her. 
You probably weren’t any more 
of an Apollo then than now.” 

“Ouch!” Harry threw up his 
arms as though to ward off a 
blow. “I’m licked! I give up! 
I’m sorry! Forgive ше?” 

“NO!” the girl scolded. “Те- 
liberate bad manners are unfor- 
givable.” 

She stood up to leave but 
Harry seized her hand and drew 
her down again. 

“Please don't 
Sears,” he said. “Honestly, 
I'm very sorry. It was unpar- 
donable and I'm heartily 
ashamed. Won't you take pity 
on me and forgive and forget?” 

“Well, you do seem sorry and 
you should. However, I'll for- 
give you this time." 

“Тһеп I may hope to see you 
again. "That's great!” 

“Oh! I didn’t mean that,” 
she said, evidently flustered by 
the sudden change in affairs. 
“T don’t think you’ll want to 
see me again—I'm just a 
maid." 


go Miss 


“By all means, I want to see 
you again," replied the man 
earnestly. He was surprised to 
find that he really did want to 
see this gloriously fresh, young 
creature. He had a sudden in- 
spiration. 

“По you really forgive ше?” 
he asked. 

“Yes, if you're going to take 
it so seriously,” she replied. 

“And ГЇЇ see you again ?" 

*Oh, I suppose so—if you're 
sure you want to, but don't for- 
get, Pm a servant in the house 
of your friend." 

“You're certainly the nicest 
thing in it! By way of making 
amends for my bad manners, 
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let me take you to dinner to- 
night." 

“My Heavens!! I couldn't 
do that! Even if I could get 
away, think how awful it would 
be if we met some of the Ray- 
monds someplace.” 

“T certainly wouldn’t mind. 
Га be very proud to be seen 
with so lovely a girl." 

“That’s very nice of you, but 
think of me. I'd lose my job 
and my reputation would be 
ruined. NO! NO! Its im- 
possible !? 

Once more inspiration came 
to his aid. 

“Гуе got it,” he cried. “Му 
family are all gone to Europe— 
sailed yesterday—and no Ray- 
mond will darken my door while 
they’re away. ГЇ have Thomas 
fix us a swell supper and we can 
have a grand time all by our- 
selves with nothing for you to 
worry about.” 

At first, Helen flatly refused 
to even consider the idea but 
his persuasive pleading finally 
gained her grudging consent, 
the hour was set for eight, and 
Harry was happy. She called 
the dog and walked jauntily 
away, leaving an elated young 
man behind on the park bench. 
‘Harry had met during his life 
but three kinds of women; the 
flirty, sappy daughters of 
wealth; the cold—and usually 
homely—intellectual daughters 
of wealth; and the gold-digging 
daughters of any and everybody. 
For none of these types had he 
fallen! neither had he fallen for 
Helen Sears but she seemed to 
unite in her lovely being beauty, 
intelligence and vivacity. 
Whether or not she was a 
money-grubber remained to be 
seen. 

Later, in the butler’s pantry, 
he gave Thomas, the butler, un- 


willing but silent partner in 
many early escapades, instruc- 
tions to provide a remarkable 
dinner for two, chose the wines 
with unusual care, bathed, 
dressed, and then discovered 
that he had two hours to wait. 
The time dragged interminably 
and Harry got into a fidget of 
excitement but at last, promptly 


““Үоште 
gorgeous! 
Lovelier 
than 
а 
dream ” 


on the stroke of eight, Thomas 
announced Miss Sears. The 
vision of loveliness who ap- 
peared in the doorway of the 
library, where the table was set, 
struck the young man speech- 
less, left him in amazed ad- 
miration. 


Helen had given considerable 
attention to her toilet and the 
result was an adequate reward. 
The plentiful auburn hair was 
dressed to accentuate the per- 
fect oval of her face. Long, 
curling lashes shaded intriguing 
sea-green eyes; her mouth was 
soft and moist, the lips full, 
kiss-inviting and just the right 
shade of carmine to offset the 
rosy parchment shade of her 
flawless skin. An extremely 
décolleté evening gown was held 
in place more by clinging to her 
gracious curves than by the tiny 
straps. Her slender waist 
flaired in sweeping curves to 
luscious hips and sweetly turned 
thighs. The long, tapering legs 
lovingly molded their inviting 
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roundness against the clinging 
silk. 
“Helen—Miss Sears! You're 


gorgeous!  Lovelier than a 
dream." 


“Thank you Mr. Bayer! I'm 
glad you like me!" 


They dined cosily before the 
fireplace. Harry was grateful 
to the weather man for a chilly 
May evening; the fire made 
them seem more intimate. He 
was fascinated by the alluring 
sway of her bosom and an oc- 
casional glimpse of the soft 
flesh did nothing to halt the ris- 
ing temperature of his blood. 
Thomas outdid himself with the 
food and as course after course 
of fine old wine passed, their 
eyes began to take on a sparkle, 
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the conversation a new zest. 


Blood ran hotter. 


At last the leisurely meal 
was finished and Harry con- 
dueted Helen around the mam- 
moth library. Thousands of 
volumns crowded the shelves 
that lined the walls, with here 
and there a small, lighted alcove 
that held a priceless etching. As 
they passed the radio, built into 
the fine, old, oak paneling, 
Harry tuned in the languorous 
music of a great waltz band, 
took Helen in his arms and 
swung her out across the floor. 
She yielded her body to him as 
they danced and he drew her 
closer until he could feel every 
throbbing contour of her divine 
form pressed against him. The 
rhythmic movement of her hips 
drove his desire beyond re- 
straint. He stooped and kissed 
her warm, moist lips and she 
responded instantly. He traced, 
with his hand, the curve of her 
body from quivering bosom to 
voluptuous hip. 


“Helen!” he cried, “I want 
you! Гуе got to have you!” 


Instantly she pulled away 
from him, piroutted a moment 
to the musie, then stopped be- 
fore him, her round arms held 
high above her head, every line 


"Harry could endure no тоте" 
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of her vibrant body tense with 
desire. 


“Tf you don't ГЇ murder 
you," she panted. “But you 
have to take me.” 


He stretched eager, trembling 
arms for her body but she held 
him off. 


*No! No! 


He fumbled at the infini- 
tesmimal shoulder straps with 
clumsy fingers. Again she 
stopped him. 


“Хо, my dear innocent !? 

The intoxieating bouquet of 
her warm femininity enveloped 
him, rocked his senses, sent his 
brain reeling. 


His trembling fingers made 
slow work of it but at last the 
brassiére came loose. When she 
turned, her glorious bosom 
swayed gently from side to side 
she moved. Harry could 
endure no more, nor did she 
wish him to; she arched her 
torso to meet the caress. Her 
parted lips crushed avidly to 
his. When, for want of breath, 
they could kiss no longer, Helen 
drew his head to her bosom. Un- 
able to withstand the lovely 
torture longer, he scooped her 
up in his arms and carried her 
to a huge couch, on which he 
laid her tenderly. 


as 


I: was past midnight before 
Helen stirred from his arms 
and then it was with reluctance 
that she began to dress. Harry, 
at peace with the world, 
sprawled in an easy chair, de- 
cided that fulfillment had only 
sharpened the appeal of her 
charms. His blood began to 
glow again as he watched the 


graceful movements of her beau- 


tiful body. 


“Helen,” he said, “If you 
don't get yourself covered up, I 
won’t be able to wait.” 


“You won’t be able to wait 
for what ?" 


“For you to marry me, of 
course," was the reply. 


"What makes you think I 
will marry you? This is the first 
Ive heard about it." 


“You don't suppose 111 let 
you get away from me, do you ?" 
heatedly replied the young man. 
“Гуе been looking for you a 
long time." 


“You wouldn't marry a ser- 
vant girl, would you?" 


“I don't care who you are nor 
what you are. I’m going to 
marry you as soon as you say 
the word." 


“Well, my dear," she chuck- 
led, “I’m afraid you're going to 
have a long wait for a bride. 
You see, I know you a lot better 
than you think I do, because 
Ium the fresh, leggy kid you 
used to play with. By the way, 
how do you like those legs 
now’? She thrust out a per- 
fectly modeled limb for his in- 
spection. 


*Good lord! Are you Helen 
Raymond?" 


“Tam. Does that detract any 
from our fun?’ 


“Certainly not,” replied the 
astonished Harry. “Neither 
does it change my mind! WILL 
YOU MARRY ME!!!” 


“Yes!!!” she answered with 
equal vehemence. 


Woman 


By DOLORES DEAN 


YNN stared at her re- 

flection in the mirror. Her 

candid eyes took note of 
the full, mature curves of her 
svelte hips, the swelling loveli- 
ness of her soft breasts. “Not 
so bad," she said to herself. 
“Im over forty, yet no one 
could say that I look it. I could 
easily pass for thirty.” She 
turned again to view the trim 
figure reflected in her mirror. 

“All right, Tony, what’s the 
proposition you want to put 
up.” She had turned toward 
the fellow who was seated com- 
fortably on her bed. “Pm will- 
ing to try most anything so long 
as you aren’t asking me to do 
anything crooked. You know 
that I need money badly; so 
shoot, boy, I’m willing to 
listen.” 

“Say Lynn, that’s swell of 
you.” Tony came forward and 
put his arms around her. “ГРП 
tell you the proposition later; 
but right now, I’m interested in 
you." His practiced hands were 
fondling her while his lips 
crushed down on hers. 

Lynn did not resist his ad- 
vanees, but accepted them with 
a shrug. Long experience had 


“—the trim figure reflected in her mirror” 


taught her the uselessness of 
fighting something that was in- 
evitable. 

In a moment, Tony had swept 
her into his arms. Ву this 
time, she had ceased to accept 
him with a casual air, for she 
was breathing heavily as he ca- 
ressed her. 


T WAS hours later that she 

was awakened by Tony’s in- 
sistent voice. She sat up with 
a start, hardly realizing what 
had happened. А 

* Have а good sleep, һопеу?” 
lle grinned as he bent to kiss 
her. “Better get up now. Re- 
member you've got work to do." 

“Бе right with you, Tony." 
She grabbed a negligee from 
one of the chairs, slipped her 
feet into slippers and padded 
off to the bathroom. Нег mind 
kept turning to the proposition 
that Tony had made. 

He was, it seemed, interested 
in some young girl; but the girl 
was in love with a young fellow 
named Donald Phillips. Tony 
wanted Lynn to be the fly in the 


ointment. 

She shuddered with repulsion 
and a vague sense of jealousy. 
Топу had been more thrilling in 
his armorous love making than 
she had expected. Certainly, 
she had found delight in his im- 
passioned caresses; but she 
shrugged her smooth shoulders 
and padded back to the boudoir 
where Tony awaited her. 

He came over and kissed her 
playfully on the neck. “You 
know, Lynn; if I weren’t inter- 
ested in the young lady I told 
you about, I’d be mighty inter- 
ested in you. I’d like to see you 
some more later on. In the 
meantime, I expect you to do 
your best with young Phillips. 
He’s a real playboy and will 
probably take quite a shine to 
you if you play the game right. 
He’s the kind that never grows 
up. Rather a restless and un- 
steady fellow, he’s always look- 
ing for some new thrill.” 


Tony winked broadly as he 
helped her into her coat. “T” 
take you to lunch at the Club, 
before you go to work.” 
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That night Lynn appeared at 
Tony's, prepared for combat. 
She had spent hours at the hair- 
dresser's, and more hours at the 
fitters. Тһе results, however, 
were well worth the effort. She 


“She 
knew 


that she 
looked 
well” 


knew that she looked well. 
The Club was unusually gay 
that night. It was one of the 
town's most fashionable night 
spots, the popularity and success 
of the place being the credit of 
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Tony Whiteman. 

Always the congenial host, he 
came forward as she entered the 
crowded bar. “АҺ, my dear, 
you're looking beautiful" His 
eyes traveled appreciatively 


over the full expanse of her slim 
figure. “Lovely,” he muttered 
to himself. 

The words lent her assurance, 
for she realized that he had not 
meant to flatter her. “I’m glad 


that you are satisfied, Tony. I 
rather fancy this gown myself." 
She patted the smooth folds of 
the skirt, her hand smoothing 
her hips. “Well, now to get to 
work. Just how do I start ?" 


He took her arm, and es- 
corted her into the bar. “The 
couple I want you to work on, 
is in here.. I know both of 
them, so there will be no trouble 
to meet them. All you have to 
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do, is play up to Phillips enough 
to make him have designs on 
your virtue. Га like to have a 
little time alone with the little 
cutie that's with him." 

Lynn was somewhat surprised 
to find that the girl Tony had 
chosen, was a shy, attractive, 
young girl with serious, dark 
eyes, wavy black hair and 
creamy, white skin. Тһе child, 
for she was no more than that, 
reminded her of her own youth. 
Something in the elfin face was 
vaguely reminescent of a past 
romanee, long since forgotten. 


Tony's voice cut into her, 


thoughts and she heard him re- 
peating the introductions. “Miss 
Cartright, I want you to know 
Lynn Betram. You’ve probably 
heard that she used to be one of 
the favorite stage stars. She is 
my very good friend.” He 
turned to the young man, then. 

“Lynn, this is Donald 
Phillips.” 

Lynn nodded and flashed him 
her most dazzling smile. She 
rather liked Donald Phillips’ 
good looks. He seemed rather 
nice. 

When the orchestra started 
playing a waltz, Tony asked the 
girl for the dance. With a shy 
smile, the girl accepted, leaving 
Philips staring after them 
moodily. Lynn knew that the 
boy was disappointed, but she 
pretended not to notice when he 
asked her to dance. 

In the heat of the crowded 
room, she found good reason to 
press her body close to his, as 
they danced. Quite without 
show, her arms slipped around 
his neck perhaps more than was 


necessary. She could feel his 
body tense as his arms tightened 
about her waist. He was 


breathing heavily. 
You know, Mr. Phillips, T 


p 


TA 
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was afraid you would find me a 
dud. You did look terribly dis- 
appointed when Tony walked 
off with Miss Cartright. I hope 
you aren't too annoyed with 
me." She said the last words 
with a mischievous twinkle in 
her eye. 

“Annoyed with you! Don’t 
be silly, I think you are the 
most charming, most beautiful 
woman I’ve ever seen.” 
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“you're 
80 
beautiful 
that 
I forgot 
all 
about 
Anne" 


Lynn notieed that he was 
carefully guiding her toward 
the door that led to the balcony, 
and she chuckled inwardly. 

“Well,” she thought, “if Т 
can still fascinate such a young 
man as this, at my age, what 
could I do to some one like 
Tony, if I really tried?” The 
thought pleased her, and she de- 
cided to try her wiles on him 
at the first opportunity, 


Phillips voice brought her 
baek to realities as he slipped 
his arms about her. Не pressed 
her close to him: his 
crushed hers. 


lips 


"Gee, youre wonderful," he 
breathed as he released her. 

Lynn shook herself free, and 
tried to rearrange her dishev- 
cled hair. ‘What would Miss 
Cartwright say if she had seen 
this?” Lynn’s voice was sharp. 
for she hadn’t meant to remind 
him of the girl. 

“Gosh, Lynn, you’re so beau- 
tiful, that I forgot all about 
Anne. You sort of swept me off 
my feet with your charm. 

“You see, Anne won’t let me 
touch her hardly, and when you 
came along sort of willing like, 
I guess I lost my head.” He 
blushed as he realized that he 
might have offended. ^I don’t 
шеап to be offensive, but you 
seem to know what a man wants, 
and you're not afraid to— well 
let him touch you." 

Lynn laughed at his embar- 
rassment. “Come, come, my 
lad, you’re not apologizing for 
having kissed me?" She 
watched him through half closed 
lids. 

“By the way did you say that 
Miss Cartwright’s пате is 
Anne?” 

Happy to change the subject, 
he nodded. “Yes, why do you 
ask?" 

Her eyes narrowed as she 
watched him. ‘You love the 
girl, don't you? T can tell that 
by the way you speak of her?" 

*Yes, I—I have already 
asked Mr. Cartwright's consent 
to our marriage. Henry's a good 
fellow if there ever was one." 

“Henry?” Do you mean that 
Henry Cartwright is Anne's 
father ?" 


e 


He nodded. “Why yes, he 
adopted Anne when she was 
just a tiny baby." 

"Let's go back to our table," 
Lynn said. The words seemed 
to come with great difficulty, 
for her lips felt stiff and clod. 
Not daring to look at Phillips, 
she led the way back to the table 
where Tony and Anne were 
seated. She noticed that both 
were looking slightly bored. At 
any rate, they were glad that 
they were not going to spend 
any more time alone. 

“Please, Tony, I’d like to go 
home,” Lynn said. 

He was obviously surprised 
by her request, but he did seem 
eager to go himself. “Of course, 
Lynn, PI take you home at 
once.” 

Having settled herself in the 
taxi, Lynn’s calm broke. She 
wept with abandon, as the car 
pulled away from the curb. 

“What’s the matter, darling ?" 
Tony asked gently. He put his 
arm around her, and let her crx 
on his shoulder. 

"Tony, Pm sorry. I just 
couldn’t go through with it. 
That girl—she's my daughter." 
The words seemed to echo in the 
taxi, and she could feel his body 
tense from shock. There was a 
moments silence, as he thought 
over her statement. 

“I didn't know you had a 
child, Lynn. You certainly 
were placed in an embarrassing 
position." 

“Yes, I suppose it was,” she 
looked away for a moment. “Т 
was rather a foolish, young 
person once, Tony. That was 
many years ago. Т thought T 
was in love and married a man. 
T lived with him for almost a 
year. When I was going to 
have a baby, he deserted me. 
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Mr. Cartwright heard of my 
predicament. I suppose he must 
have felt sorry for me. He 
helped me out until my baby 
came, then he adopted the 
child.” 

She shuddered, and the sobs 
wracked her slender frame. “1 
felt dreadful when I discovered 
that I was being instrumental 
in robbing my own child of this 
young love. Can you forgive 
me, Tony? I had to let you 
down." 

By this time, he was grinning. 
"Im afraid that I shan't ever 
forgive you for not coming back 
from the balcony sooner." 

“That kid of yours is so 
dammed sweet, and innocent, 
that I felt like a movie villain 
trying to paw а virtuous 
heroine. Why she's so nice, 
that she even ties herself up in 
a tight brassiere.” 

“Now, honey, you know I’m 
not used to that kind of women. 
I like *o have them soft and 
feminine like you.” His hand 
slipped about her. 

“T suppose that I could have 
made her over to suit me if T 
had tried; but I thought Га 
leave that for a younger fellow." 

Lynn elosed her eyes and laid 
her head on his shoulder. “You 
know, Tony, Pm glad you pre- 
fer my kind of woman. I was 
inclined to be jealous when you 
asked me to fix things with 
Anne. I wanted you for my- 
self." 

“Well, honey, maybe you'll 
get what your little heart de- 
Тт not so young as T 
used to be, and neither are you. 
Do you think you could be a 
comfort to me in my old age?" 

Lynn didn't feel old as she 
answered. “You know what's 
best, Tony. Whatever vou say 
is all right by me.” 


sires. 


Barriers 


By ATWATER CULPEPPER 


N A BENCH in the 

park a girl sat hunched 

up. Ross Hathaway 
dropped down on the other end 
of the bench and put a conven- 
tional distance between himself 
and the girl. Now and then he 
stole a side-wise glance at her. 
For Ross Hathaway, trained in 
New York newspaper work to 
take in a mindful of things with 
one speedy glance, had sensed 
something of tragedy in her ap- 
pearance. А furtive fumbling 
in her coat, a despairing glance 
in her brown eyes, quick, cau- 
tionary glances to see if any- 
body might be looking. 

The girl's shoulders tautened. 
Her hand had come out of her 
pocket, made a sudden move- 
ment toward her lips. 

Ross’s own hand flashed out 
quick as a gunman's draw, and 
her wrist was imprisoned in 
steel fingers. She 
with the sudden pain, strove 
vainly to wrench her arm away, 
and turned a murderous glare 
on him. 


grimaced 


"Let go!" she hissed. “Ts it 
that you wish me to call a 
gendarme?" 

“This isn't any place for any- 
thing like that—and that’s not 
the way, either!” His fingers 
clamped her wrist even harder. 


“What do you know about 
it?” suddenly blazed the girl, in 
English as good as his. “You 
needn’t hurt me like that" Her 
fingers relaxed, and a small 
bottle dropped to the gravel. 
With a grim smile Ross released 
her wrist, and brought his heel 
down upon the vial. It lay 
erushed in the pathway, slivers 
of broken glass and white 
powder. 

The girl turned away her 
face, and choked silently once 
or twice. Then she lifted her 
eyes, defiantly. 

“Tt is pretty hard,” she ob- 
served, “if you can’t even afford 
to die at home. And I—I spent 
my last two francs for that 
bottle.” 

“Darn poor investment,” he 
commented grimly. “You'd 
have done better to have spent 
it for some buns and coffee. If 
you really wanted to make away 
with yourself, why didn’t you 
stay at home and turn on the 
gas?” 

“Because the landlady told 
me that I couldn’t stay there," 
she retorted. “Suppose I tell 


you that she’s holding my 
clothes now for room rent. And 
jobs !? 


“T know," he nodded sym- 
pathetically, “if you look about 


this erowd—" 


“Sometimes I wonder why I 
ever was fool enough to cross the 
ocean," she commented. “When 
youre down to your last cen- 
time, and your pride wouldn't 
let you go back, even if you had 
the fare—I ask you, what other 
way is there left?” 

“Listen,” he drawled. *That's 
out, for just now. I’m just 
going to have lunch.  Youre 
coming along with me." 

When the girl had pushed 
back her plate, he demanded 
solicitously, “Ке! a little 
better ?” 

“I ought to. Well, what now ? 
The starving victim of circum- 
stance thanks her benefactor 
and—” 

"Look here,” he drawled, 
“get this. It sounds raw enough. 
You aren't so keen on the 
passing out stuff, are you— 
now ?? 

She shook her head dubiously. 

“Tve got an apartment in the 
Quartier,’ he told her. “Гуе 
been through almost as tough a 
time as you have. Now what 
would you say if I offered you 
the use of that till you got on 
your feet? Not much of a 
dump—a walk-up apartment on 
the fourth floor. Would you— 
care to camp there?” 
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Her eyes bored into his. “Т 
ought to slap your face, and tell 
you that I spurn your vile 
proffer. Just—just—what do I 
have to offer you for your prop- 
osition? The obvious thing, 
of course 7” 

He stared angrily into her 
set face. “Oh, you would take 
it that way. Хо, you needn't 
pull the haughty stuff. You 
said that you knew how to type. 
If you want to pound the 
second-hand Remington I keep 
there, so that the editor сап read 
some of my stuff —" 

She lifted her hand with a 
weary gesture of finality. “Oh, 
what does it matter? There's 
always a chance to pass out 
quickly, if things get too bad." 

He laid a bill under the edge 
of her plate. “Take that and 
pay off your landlady. The 
offer's open, if you want to take 
it.” He penciled an address on 
a bit of pasteboard. “ТТІ be 
there till seven o’clock this 
evening. If you don't—" He 
shrugged his shoulders, picked 
up the check and walked over 
to the cashier's desk, leaving the 
girl sitting at the table. He felt 
her eyes following his every 
movement as he paid the check 
and without a backward look, 
walked out upon the sidewalk. 


OSS HATHAWAY chuck- 
led as he thought of the 
afternoon's adventure. Of 
course he would never see the 


“We'd make a good team— " 
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girl again and yet he was 
haunted by brown eyes with 
lurking devils of despair in 
their depths, of a face that 
would have been pretty had not 
hunger and disappointment and 
disillusion been so deeply set 
upon it. What was to become 
of that girl—one of the bits of 
driftwood on the flood of a great 
city? 

He had left the door un- 
locked, on the passing chance 
that she might have taken him 
at his word. 
struck three a.m. when he 
climbed the dingy staircase and 
set his key in the lock. He re- 
membered that he had not fas- 
tened the door, and: stepped in- 
side. Не lit the gas jet, and 
then stared hard! Breathing 
regularly, one bare arm extend- 
ing over the coverlet, a tangled 
dark head lay on the bed. Ross 
Hathaway’s heart began an in- 
termittent and adagio thump- 
ing. So she had come, after all! 
Well, he wouldn't disturb her 
now—his questions could wait. 


Ds the next morning he 
was awakened by the smell of 
coffee and bacon and eggs. 

“So it is you ?? he queried. 

*Oouldn't a writer think up 
something more original to ask ? 
Hurry up, indolent. Breakfast 
is almost ready. And if you 
aren't hungry, I am." 

They lingered long over the 
meal, a blue haze of cigarette 
smoke rising ceilingward. 

He eame in that afternoon, 
dragging an awkward burden. 
With a sigh of relief he stood it 
up against the wall. 

“What’s that?" she demand- 
ed. He took hold of one corner 
of his purchase, and spread it 
out. 

“Оһ, Lejeune, 


downstairs, 


The clock had.. 


had this spare screen he was 
willing to sell. Or rather, I lent 
him fifty francs last month that 
I never expect to get back other- 
wise. Look at those golden 
storks, now. There!” Не 
spread it so that it divided the 
room into two portions. “Now 
you can have something that re- 
sembles privacy. I’ve left exact- 
ly seven of the eleven hooks in 
that closet for you. And two of 
those chiffonier drawers are 
yours. ТЇЇ clear my stuff out 
of them.” 


“For my extensive ward- 
robe?” she retorted. “Really, 
you don’t have to do anything 
like this.” 

“Don’t mind. In face, rather 
like the idea.” He crammed 
shirts, underwear and a stock of 
dog-eared manuscripts into the 
drawers he kept for himself. 

So began a three weeks’ 
period of frank comradeship 
that Ross Hathaway could 
hardly believe possible. 

He found from time to time 
a pile of neatly typed mann- 
scripts, some of the things he 
had essayed to write in his 
leisure moments. And he noticed 
that here and there a subtle 
omission of a too obvious word 
or phrase gave the sparkle that 
had been aiming for, and turned 
the commonplace tale into some- 
thing of real distinction. He 
commented on it with chagrined 
admiration. 

“Wed make a great team, 
you and I." 

“Think so? I couldn't ever 
write myself, but I generally 
can see what's lacking in some- 
body else's work. I didn't know 
whether you'd be — peeved, 
when you found I'd made those 
changes." 

“Not so you'd notice it!” 
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"Listen," she went on. She 
picked up the rough draft of one 
of his stories. “Where did 
you ever learn to draw like 
that?" She pointed out the 
series of tiny pen and ink 
sketches which he had idly 
scrawled over the manuscript. 
“Why don’t you cultivate that 
talent, as well as your writing ? 
Why, you can see the whole pic- 
ture in those few clear-cut 
strokes that suggest more than 
the picture itself shows. It’s like 
—like—Jack Parkers stuff, 
over in America. He’s making 
thousands—why can’t you?’ 

“My dear girl, those things 
don’t grow out of your imagina- 
tion. Even Parker has to have 
a model And I don’t feel like 
wasting money on one yet.” 

“You can draw," she per- 
sisted. “If I had your talent, 
T'd use it." 

“Well, there might be a 
chance,” he conceded, “instead 
of that wooden-looking ad for 
Spun-Silk Hosiery. Now a girl 
sitting on the edge of her bed, 
drawing on a pair of them, 
blinking and sleepy, dreaming 
of last night's dance-partner, 
and the ride home from Le 
Coque d' Argent. Some day 
T'Il do that, when I haven't any- 
thing better to до.” 

She disappeared behind the 
screen, with its leering golden 
storks. He lit his pipe and 
smoked in perturbed reflection. 
There was something in what 
she said. He had always pos- 
sessed that latent talent for 
sketching, but as far as for 
getting anywhere with it— 

“Come here a minute—" 

His eyes bulged with startled 
amazement. Jean, for so she had 
bade him саП her, sat on the 
edge of the bed, whose covers 
were realistieally rumpled, just 


as if she had that moment 
gotten out of it. She was in the 
act of drawing a gossamer stock- 
ing over her bare toes. She 
looked up at him with a mis- 
chievous twinkle. 

“Т may not be much of a 
model," she drawled, “but how’s 
this for an idea? You're going 
to draw that sketch now. Get 
some paper and a pencil, and 
get busy." 

The result surprised them 
both. He worked feverishly, 
and drew her in half a dozen 
different poses. He groaned, 
and called her slave-driver, but 
his peneil flew over the paper 
until they were both ready to 
quit from sheer weariness. 

“Now I think I know where 
these can be placed," she told 
him confidently. “ A friend of 
mine is spending a month over 
here. He's connected with one 
of the big New York publishing 
houses." 

He shook his head dubiously. 

“Optimist !” 

“But they’re good.” 

“Ought to be, considering my 
model.” 

“Eh, merci.” She pirouetted 
about revealing a charming 
flash of exquisite knees. 

He caught her by her 
shoulders, and looked straight 
into her eyes. She stiffened, 
and writhed away. 

“Kindly restrain that im- 
pulse. Other side of the screen, 


please. This is strictly busi- 
ness.” 
He wondered how much 


longer the idyll could last. For, 
straight as it had been so far, it 
could not exist forever. So far 
both had played the game. But 
Jean, tantalizing and alluring 
as she grew daily, had begun to 
mean something more to him 


than the starved waif whom he 
had rescued. 

Jean was asleep when he 
came back. She stirred un- 
easily, her lips faintly parting. 
As if some sixth sense warned 
her that he was near, her eyes 
opened slightly, then dilated. 

“Jean!” he panted. “This 
can’t go on!” 

She sat up and drew the 
covers over her shoulders. “I 
wondered how long it would 
last," she soliloquized. ‘“You’ve 
been an angel, Ross, chert. 
Don’t spoil it now, please.” She 
smiled up at him. “Really, I 
think you do deserve a kiss, 
Ross,” she said. “Kiss me, if 
you waut to.” 

His lips touched hers, but the 
kiss was disappointing. He 
went around to his side of the 
screen and flopped into a chair 
to think and wonder about how 
long they were going to keep up 
this situation, without yielding 
to that obvious impulse. 


HE next day Ross came 
bounding up the steps two 


and three at a time. He let 
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himself in, to find а startled 
Jean looking up at him over a 
magazine, an alluring Jean in 
blue kimono and blue satin 
mules. 


"Ross! You frightened me! 
You never came in so early!” 


Пе held up his hand. “Night 


off. And Lejeune is throwing a 
studio party. Put on your 
things and come along. You 


might meet some real color, as 
well as the sham. They might 
be amusing." 


Lejeune's quarters were blue 
with smoke, bottles were much 
in evidence, his great punch- 
bowl was brimful А tall, 
curly-haired, well set-up young 
fellow in faultless evening 
clothes suddenly lurched toward 
Jean and Ross. 

“Thats Barry Webster — 
money, and a flair for night 
life," Ross whispered in her 
саг. Не was startled at the 
sudden fright that appeared in 
Jean’s eyes. 

Webster's heavy eyes popped 
open. "Jean Cartwright! you 
here? Thought you were doing 
the Riviera, or РіссаашШу!” 


It was but a moment before 


"—she recovered her poise” 


she recovered her poise. “ОВ, 
Гуе been flitting around," she 
assured lim. 


Ross Hathaway sat down 
heavily in a chair. Jean Cart- 
wright! Jean, only daughter of 
old Peter Cartwright, head of 
the biggest publishing firm in 
New York! 


He slipped out unnoticed, and 
upstairs to his own shabby 
room. А dupe—a come on— 
the prize idiot who had been 
roundly fooled by her little joke. 


Тһе door opened softly. А 
radiant figure stood before him. 


“Yes, Т am Jean Cartwright. 
I couldn't really resist—” 


“Couldn’t resist making а 
first-prize fool out of me, could 
you? Неге I thought I was be- 
friending a girl who was 


starving—and all the time—" 


“Ross, don’t take it that way. 
I didn’t mean to hoax you. But 
I did want to find out life. 
Wanted something else besides 
museums and art galleries." 


"Well, you found it, didn't 
you?” 


“Т found somebody who could 
be good to the girl he thought I 


was.” 


“Uh-huh. Well, I suppose 
this ends it. Tt had to come to 
a finish sometime. The girl I 
thought T had—well—I—I—" 


“Well, if you have to know, 
I began to love the girl I 
thought vou were!" he flamed. 
“Want me to call a taxi and 
send you back to your apart- 
ment ?” 


“At this time of night?” she 
demanded in her cool throaty 
voice. 

She 
screen. 


behind the 
heard soft 


vanished 
Then he 
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rustling, the fall of a slipper on 
the rug. 


He stared at a sudden appari- 
tion. Jean Cartwright, adorned 
in a shimmering black negligee 
glided over to him. 

“Ross Hathaway, will you 
marry те?” 

His eyes blazed. 


you? You ask me that? 
ГЇЇ be hanged if I will!" 


“Not even to save 
smirched reputation 7? 


*Marry 
No! 


my 


He gripped her arm till she 
winced. “If you had said that 
last night! І tell you, I loved 
the girl I thought you were! 
And now you poke fun at me 
because I was foolish enough to 
think—” 


“Ross,” sheinterrupted 
softly, “suppose I tell you that 
I grew to love you, too, in these 
weeks? Wouldn't you believe 
те?” 


Не caught at her fiercely. “If 
I only could!” he flamed. “But 
there are twenty million reasons 
why I can’t!” 


“There are two reasons why 
you can,” she murmured softly. 
“T love you—and I think you 
love me.” 


She shut off further argument 
with her lips. 

Jean Cartwright rose with a 
starry gleam in her dark eyes. 
“Tomorrow morning,” she ob- 
served, “I’d like to visit the 
license bureau.” 

She glided across the floor. It 
might have been a sudden gust 
that swept in the open window. 
Or her own impulsive move- 
ment. But the black and gold 
sereen with its leering golden 
storks, fell clattering against the 
wall. 


Somebody 


Wears , 


Ет 


So BODY must buy 
cm — somebody must 
wear 'em." 

Phil Blaisdell, eaught in the 
current of humanity that surged 
up and down Westminster 
Street, was buffeted perilously 
near the great plate-glass dis- 
play windows of Sheridan's. He 
looked anyone 
was watching him, as he stared 
at the array of pastel lingerie. 
Which goes to show how Vic- 
torian Phil was. But the surg- 
ing throng had no eyes for him 


about to see if 


and his self-conseiousness. 

Soft, shimmering, voluptuous 
things of mile green, peach, 
shell-pink, and orchid filled the 
window. Some were trimmed 
with lace and embroidered rose- 


buds and dainty bows. Night- 
gowns, pajamas, panties, step- 


ins, all those wisps of feminine 
frippery that it is a shame to 
hide from publie gaze and 
which aren't altogether hidden. 

Phil had absolutely no reason 
for staying there, except sheer 
perversity, and as for buying 
anything of that nature, even 
He didn't have a single 
acquaintance for 


less. 
relative or 
whom he could purchase one or 
more of these alluring and en- 
tieing wisps of silk. Save, that 
is, a maiden aunt of sixty-three 
winters in Syracuse. 

Six girl, 
who had paused momentarily 


feet away stood 


By HAROLD WESTBROOK 


to look at the display. РЇЇ» 
eyes were drawn to the tendril 
of соррегу that escaped 
from under her hat. The girl 
turned abruptly and looked at 


hair 


him. Their eyes met for a 
moment in a challenge. Phil 
chuckled to himself. “If she 


knew what I was really think- 
ing about, she’d slap my face,” 
he mused. 

Speculative by nature, Phil 
was mentally X-raying the girl. 
He wondered if she wore things 
like those that were so openly 
displayed to the public gaze be- 
hind their plate-glass barrier. 
Short frilly things with lace on 
the bottoms, for example, of 
delicate pink—no, not with that 
hair. Rather things like those 
in that window that was filled 
entirely with sheer pale green. 

An eddy of the crowd flung 
her nearer to him, so close that 
she was shoved against his 
shoulder, so near that she had 
to put out her hand for a mo- 
ment to steady herself, a gesture 
that was accompanied by a mur- 
mured apology. Then the crowd 
surged on, and she was lost in 
the maelstrom of milling hu- 
manity. 

Пе would never вес her 
again, of course. But it would 
be a delight to buy things for a 
girl like that. 

Тһе erowd nearly shoved him 
off his feet. He drifted along 


the main 


involuntarily to 
trance, and led by an impulse 
that he could not analyze, he 
suffered himself to be crowded 


en- 


into the vestibule. Following 
the line of least resistance, he 
wandered from aisle to 
another, buffeted, jabbed in the 


one 


ribs, trying to find a quiet 
corner where the eddies of 


swirling humanity would be a 
little less forceful. And at last 
he found himself in front of a 


counter where stood a dozen 
salesladies, old, voung, dark, 


blonde, haughty, smiling. In 
front of them was an assortment 
of pink, nile, orchid, flesh-col- 
огей allurements, in riotous and 
dismaying profusion. Пе looked 
up. Not a dozen feet away was 
the red-headed girl again. She 
was buying something soft and 
shimmering, something of faint 
green, holding it up to the light. 
running her hand underneath 
its folds. Phil's eyes surveyed 
her in full approval. It would 
be what she would wear, with 
her eolor and hair. 

He eame out of his daze. А 
salesgirl with twinkling eyes 
was addressing him. In her 
best professional manner she 
demanded, “Сап I help you?" 

“I want — something—some- 
thing in green," he stammered. 


“Tike those in the window. Er 
m 
"Underthings?' 2 She was 
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“—her fresh young beauty” 


professionally helpful. “What 
kind did you have in mind? 
They make lovely gifts. Do 
you know her віле?” 

“Why—er—”’ Не could not 
point an embarrassing thumb 
and declare that she was the size 
of that girl over at the next 
counter. But һе wanted to. The 
salesgirl eross-questioned him 
further. 

“Ts she slim—or tall? Апа 
what did you want, sir? Dance 
sets? Panties? Bloomers? Step- 
ins? Or a nightgown ?” 

Katie Jones, who knew her 


salesmanship, finally sold him a 
complete set of the green silk 
garments, wrapped them up in 
a box which matched their 
color, and let him go on his way, 
flushed and superbly happy. 


Phil had the undies, but 
what to do with them was 
another question. Somewhere 
in that city of three hundred 
thousand souls was a red-headed 
girl who ought to wear them. 
But you don't rush after a total 
stranger, hand her a green- 
wrapped box, and tell her, 
"Here. Take “еп. I bought 
them for you." 


N HIS own none too comfort- 

able room in Mrs. Shean's 
rooming house, Phil sat and 
smoked, and tried to imagine 
himself back home. But after 
he had smoked till his tongue 
felt like a dust-heap, he put on 
his hat, and stood hesitantly in 
the doorway. Тһе corridor was 
lit by one feeble gas jet. A 
faint chink of light shone out 
from under one door. The im- 
pulse to go out paled as sudden- 
ly as it had come. He tossed 
his hat into the corner, and got 
out his purchases of the after- 
noon. 


He spread out the shimmer- 
ing things on the bed. A pale 
green nightgown. A dainty 
little dance set, also in pale 
green. He had never realized 
what soft, inadequate wisps of 
things girls wore. А green 
negligee, clinging and lustrous. 
He smoothed them out, fondled 
them with loving care, and de- 
cided that before he put them 
away, he would go to the bath- 
room for a drink of fresh water. 


He passed a tiny glimmer of 
light, the only one in the cor- 
ridor. Had he known it, behind 
that door— 


Had his eyes possessed an X- 
ray quality, he would have been 
able to see a girl with coppery- 
red hair, a girl whose weariness 
and disillusionment could not 
spoil her fresh young beauty. 
She was slowly undressing. She 
had just come in from a tour of 
the down-street section, amid 
the blinking glare of lights and 
colors, the counters piled high 
with gifts, tantalizing in their 
colorful array, more than tan- 
talizing when you have no one 
to whom to send them. 

She tossed her dress over the 
footboard, and stood for a mo- 
ment gazing at her reflection in 
the cloudy mirror. The blurred 
picture was by no means un- 
pleasing. She slipped off her 
shoes, and flexed her toes with 
a sigh of frank relief. She 
peeled down her stockings, 
slipped off some lace-trimmed 
wisps, and, stood there admiring 
her fresh loveliness; her bosom, 
moulded girlish hips, full round 
thighs. 

She scuffed over to the closet, 
took down a plain night-gown 
from the hook, and slipped it 
on. 

With a frown she realized she 
was thirsty. 

There was no fresh water in 
the room, and with a sigh she 
slipped a kimono over her night- 
gown, and stood hesitantly, her 
hand on the doornob. 

The corridor was quiet. She 
swung the door open, stepped 
out, and bumped headlong into 
Phil Blaisdell, who was care- 
fully carrying a glass of water. 


Phil’s remark was a mono- 
syllable. “Y-You!” he gasped. 
He just missed dropping the 
glass of water. But he did suc- 
ceed in spilling it over her toes, 
inadequately protected in tiny 
mules. 


SOMEBODY WEARS 


“Ouch!” The girl retreated 
to the door, and wriggled her 
toes in involuntary protest. 

“Oh! Listen, that was darn 
clumsy of me!” Phil was still 
holding the glass at an angle 
that permitted the cold fluid to 
trickle at her feet. 

In spite of herself she snick- 
ered. She moved her feet away 
from the icy dribble. Her 
kimono flew open enough to dis- 
close a broad expanse of lovely 
pink bosom. Phil’s eyes fol- 
lowed, in spite of his efforts to 
direct them elsewhere. She 
gathered the folds of the kimono 
about her. 

“1—1 thought you'd wear 
green — with your coloring — 
and your hair. Didn’t you buy 
one — this morning?" Phil 
flamed scarlet as he realized 
that he was thinking aloud. 

“I do, sometimes," she 
dimpled. Then she realized that 
it was neither the time nor 
place for such intimacies. She 
darted back behind the door and 
closed it tightly, leaving Phil 
Blaisdell, with a dripping and 
nearly empty glass. 

Inside her own room Eileen 
Clare stood staring at her own 
pictured reflection in the blurry 
glass. Her white arms and 
shoulders rose attractively from 
the plain nightgown. Dissatis- 
fied, she hunted in her bureau, 
and took out the vivid, shimmer- 
ing affair of apple green silk 
that had tempted her purse that 
morning. Extravagance, maybe, 
when the other would do just as 
well. But he had said—she 
slipped it over her shoulders and 
radiated satisfaction at her 
changed appearance. She looked 
like a gay red flower, rising out 
of a pale green calyx. This was 
better. She put on her negligee 
again, and sat down to write the 
delayed letter. 
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It was only to а girl friend 
back home. When it was 
finished she moistened the flap 
of the envelope, took a tiny 
candle from her writing set, and 
held a stick of sealing-wax in 
the flame. She waited till it 
softened, began to drip—the 
sleeve of her negligee brushed 
across the taper, knocked it over. 
The flimsy silk caught, flared 
up, spread with inconceivable 
swiftness about her ankles, her 
arms, her waist. 

She screamed at the searing 
touch of the flames. The acrid 
smell of burning fabric stung 
her nostrils, blinded her eyes. 
She ran desperately toward the 
door, out into the corridor, 
flung the door of her room open 
as she ran. She nearly knocked 
Phil Blaisdell over in her wild 
rush for safety as he came out, 
roused by the sudden scream. 

The smell of burning silk, the 
flying torch that sped by him, 
roused him to action. He ran 
after her. 

The frightened and unreason- 
ing girl fled desperately toward 
the stairway. Behind her 
streamed a trail of smoke and 
fire. When she struck the draft 
that came upstairs, she would 
become a blazing torch. Phil 
sprinted madly down the cor- 
ridor, caught at the flaming neg- 
ligee, and stopped her just as 
she was on the point of plunging 
down the stairs. 

He tore the burning silk from 
her shoulders, beat at the flames 
with his hands, without suc- 
cess. He tossed the flaming 
garments on the floor and 
stamped on them. He caught 
her in his arms, swept her into 
the open door of his own room, 
and caught up a rug to crush 
out the flames. She lay passive 
in his arms, panting, numbed by 
the pain and shock. 
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“The frightened and unreason- 
ing girl—" 


His only thought was of 
saving her from a horrible dis- 
figurement. The last little 
flickering tongue of flame died 
away at last. Then and not 
until then, Phil looked about 
him. 

The girl he had met in Sheri- 
dan’s, the girl who had been 
filling his daydreams for the 
last hour, the girl who was the 
incarnation of his mythical 
imagination, stood trembling in 
his embrace. The once gay 
nightgown was a sorry sight 
now. One lacy strap had 
charred away, and it was flecked 
with scorched spots, and hung 
precariously by опе half-des- 
troyed strap. А red and puffy 
streak on her shoulder and a 
blistered weal on her arm made 
her wince as she moved them 
gingerly. One green slipper 
still clung to her bare foot. 

Her first remark was none too 
coherent. “You wanted me to 
wear green. And now look at 
it! It's—completely spoiled !”? 
But suddenly both Phil's and 
Eileen's eyes fell upon the array 
of purchases that were spread 
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over his bed. She went over, 
and picked up the sheer green 
nightgown that had taken his 
eye first of all. She held it be- 
fore her, under the light. 

"Why—-its almost exactly 
like she commented. 
"What are you doing with a 
thing like this ?" 


= w 
mine. 


For a moment Phil had no 
Al --- JE 
bought it—" he stammered. 

She had become to resume her 
shattered — self-possession. “I 
don't doubt that," she dimpled. 
‘But why £?? 

“Why—because I thought— 
it seemed as if it were made— 
for you.” 

"For But just why 
should you buy anything like 
this—for me? Perhaps you 
wouldn't mind if—if I put it 
on a minute—instead of this 
wreck ?? 

"Would I? Its yours 
keep—if you'll just swap—for 
the one you have." 

She slid the silken trifle over 
her head, let down the damaged 
strap, and the fragments of 
what had once been a perfectly 
adorable nightie slipped down 
about her feet. “I don’t think 


ready explanation. 


ше” 


to 


youre gaining by the ex- 
change," she commented. “Why 


anyone should want to exchange 
something perfectly good for— 
for that—" She poked the 
scorched silk with a bare toe— 
“аге you perfectly sure you 
mean it?" 

Phil impulsively caught up 
the other bits of silk on the 


eoverlet and thrust them into 


“Take 'em. 

little spending jag.” 
She looked at him 

mystified eyes. 


her arms. Just a 
out of 
“Ts that your 
idea of a way to enjoy your- 
self?” 

“Well, when you haven’t any- 
body to buy things for—and you 
keep wishing you knew how 
they'd look on а red-headed 
girl—" 

“Оһ-л/ Just curiosity then ?” 
Her eyes danced with mischief. 
“Well, have you satisfied it? 
Because if you have, Га better 
be getting back to my own 
room.” 


lle barred the way. “Now 
you know that isn’t it. The 


first time I saw you—there in 
the crowd—my eyes were drawn 
to you—” 

“Tt really was you, then? I 
almost thought so, but—" 

His eyes lit up. Then she 
had really noticed him ? 

She bit her lip. “You weren't 
staring, but your gaze seemed to 
go right through me.” 

Phils lips parted. Оп sec- 
ond thought, he decided not to 
tell her just what he was specu- 
lating about then. Instead, he 
said, 95 


things 


non-committally, 


funny how those 
happen." 

She contemplated one bare 
toe, and then turned to him. 
“Фо you know, I was sitting in 
my room, wondering if any- 
thing ever happened — ever 
could happen—in a place of this 
kind. And then—" 

Phil’s eyes twinkled in their 


turn. “Та fiction they couldn't 
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happen. But in real life 
we've gone through fire and 
water together tonight. Don't 
you think that makes us—that 
we could be—pals ?” 

She considered gravely. “It 
ought to. Things generally do 
happen, you know, when уоп 
meet a red-headed girl." 

“Not red, really," corrected 
Phil “Just Titian.” 

“Oh, thanks so much. 
now—and now—” 

There was no further excuse 
to bar the way. Phil hesitated. 
then suddenly beckoned to her. 

“Œm here.” 

Hesitant a she 
obeyed. Phil caught her in his 
arms, crushed her for a moment, 
then hesitated with his lips upon 
hers. Instead of the expected 
kiss, he *You— 
you always to 
green." 

Her opened a trifle 
wider. “Is that all you wanted 
to tell ше?” 

“Why—er—” 

She bent forward. Пе took 
her in his arms and held her in 
a tight embrace. Then he 
pressed his lips to hers in a long 
hard kiss, the thrill that filled 
them both, mounting higher and 
higher. Suddenly she drew 
away from him and like a flash. 
was gone. 

Phil pieked up the charred 
wreck of green silk and lace 
from the floor, and touched it 
to his lips, still tingling from 
Eileen's kiss. 

“Things do happen 
а boarding-house,” he exulted. 


And 


moment, 


stammered, 


ought wear 


eyes 


even in 
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A WOMAN'S PRIVILEGE 


I was born in old Kentucky, believing I was lucky, 
But soon found out it was not for the best; 
I wanted to get married, too long I sure had tarried, 
So decided I would 
—Go out West. 


But from Atlantic to the Pacific, I found love quite terrific, 
My temperature most surely has increased ; 
Pacifie to the Atlantic, I found love so romantic 
I think ГІ have to settle 
—In the East. 


Now since I've come back from the Pacific, where love was so terrific, 
I cannot get a single minute's rest ; 
No longer I’m romantic, Atlantic drives me frantic, 
The boy-friends all seem “that way” 
—East or West. 


М 


si 
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SNAPPY GIRL PHOTOS 


Posed in the “Nude.” АП “Front Views." 
10 for $1.00; 30 for $2.00. (Postcard 
Size.) “Girls in Dainty Lingerie" 15 for 
$1.00; 40 for $2.00 (Postcard Size.) None 
sold to MINORS. 


T. CREED, 6441 Cottage Grove, Chicago, 
ш. 


FOR MEN ONLY 


Action pictures, spicy stories, French nov- 
elties, ete. А large Sample Assortment 
(one of each of our Complete Line)—A 
Three Dollar value for only $1.00 bill. 
Sent by Express. Confidential particuars, 
price list (sent sealed), 10e stamps. 


BANNER NOVELTY HOUSE 
P. O. Box 58, Times Sq. Sta., N. Y. C. 


SNAPPY MAGAZINES 


Assorted back numbers. Thrilling Stories, etc. 3 
for 50e, 8 for $1, by Express Prepaid. Send cash 
or Money Order. R. Sosa, Room 910, 1150 Broad- 
way, New York. 


STOLEN 
SWEETS 


SNAPPY 
SISTER 


О: 


ON SALE 


AT THE 
NEWSSTANDS 


о 


ВЕ SURE 


ТО СЕТ 
YOUR 
COPY 
NOW! 


HOLLYWOOD 
NIGHTS 


THE MAGAZINE 
THAT'S 


DIFFERENT 


THE REAL 
ATMOSPHERE 
and 
FLAVOR 
of 
HOLLYWOOD 


FULL OF 


SNAP 
ZEST 


VIM 
AND 


VITALITY 


HOLLYWOOD 
NIGHTS 


IS ON SALE 
EACH MONTH 
at the 
NEWSSTANDS 


FOR 25 CENTS 


In Europe women 
are not distressed 
about abnormal, un- 
panta periodie de- 
ay . . . They use 
Dr. Haller famous FREE TRIAL 
Prescriptions, aimed at our expense, sent in 
to end most discour- plain wrapper; also a 
aging, over-due and yaluable periodic calen- 
delayed cases, within dar in celluloid case. 
three days. No longer 

need modern women be satisfied with old- 
fashioned pills or gelatin capsules that 
act like a laxative, when what women 
really want is quick relief from unnatural 
delay. 


WORKS LIKE MAGIC... 
WOMEN SAY 


"It sure is wonderful ..." A. К., Wis. "I 
believe it is the only successful treatment 
on the market." Р. C., Calif. “I have used 
your Prescription 5000 and it worked like 
a charm. It didn't work until the ampules 
were used. I didn't think they would work, 
because I tried everything, but Prescrip- 
tion 5000 sure is wonderful. I was delayed 
2v, months," T. M., Calif. 


PHYSICIANS, LICENSED DRUGGISTS 
RECOMMEND 


Dr. Haller's Prescriptions, because they 
are the only complete three-day combina- 
tion treatmets on the American market 
aimed to give immediate-satisfynig-sure re- 
sults. Dr. НаПегв Prescriptions are а 
series of treatments all in one combina- 
tion package with complete instructions 
for home use. Quicker acting than pills 
or capsules alone. We defy any one to imi- 
tate our treatments. If you want depend- 
able action . . . If ordinary pills and cap- 
sules have failed you, if you want the 
finest products that money and science 
сап produce, then demand Dr. Haller's Fa- 
mous Prescriptions, costing us about five 

times as much to produce 

as ordinary "compounds," 

but you pay no more. 
есе 


THE TREATMENT IS VERY SIMPLE AND EASY 
Т0 TAKE 
T. S. B., Calif. 


GOLD CERTIFICATE GUARANTEE 


It is understood that, should either Dr. Haller's 
“Prescription 5000'' or “Prescription 2000” fail 
ta bring relief, we will refund your money, or, at 
our option, supply you with another $5.00 or $2.00 
treatment free of charge. 


RELIEF | “PRESCRIPTION 5000” $5.00 
“PRESCRIPTION | COMBINATION TREATMENT 
2000" ...$2.00]AND COMPLETE OUTFIT 


We Take Your Word and Decision. You Can Trust 
Us Because We Have Satisfactorily Served Women 
for Over Fifty Years. 


Don't waste valuable time by waiting. Act Immedi- 
ately. Send order right now to M. S. LEWYN DRUG 
INC. Address nearest office Eastern Office: Steuben- 
ville, Ohio; Western Office: 1928 Taft Avenue, 
Hollywood, Calif. 
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EVERYBODY WANTS 


SEBACO 
THIS PRIVATE 


E-X RAY MICROSCOPE 


See sweethearts, friends and 
what's doing. No one knows 
by this arrangement of re- 
flecting glasses. Нага rub- 
ber, perfectly made, unique 
gadgets. Fits eye as monocle. 
Made like jeweler’s glass. 
Lasts lifetime. EXTRA set 
of astonishing peppy Frenchy pictures. 
$1 CASH with order, if you mention where 


you saw this advertisement. No C. O. D. 
shipments. 

RAYLITE CO. 
Dept. “В-Н”, City Hall P. O. Box 830 


New York City 
8 Snappy fully il- 
lustrated cartoon 


FREE! FREE! 
Booklets (vest pocket 


size) included with every order for 30 pictures (on 
glossy paper) of beautiful women and of Couples 
in thrilling scenes; Gay Life in Paris; What Tom- 
my Saw; 12 Love Letters; 100 miniature Actress 
Pictures; Private Tips; The Vampire; The Odd Trick; 
The Salesman; Matrimonial Suggestions; and over 
25 other short stories and poems. Everything in- 


cluded for only 50c (money order or stamps). 
PERSONAL NOVELTY C0. 
24 W. 20th St. Dept. F-2 N. Y. City 


———————-— 


RARE PHOTOS & BOOKLETS! 


Undraped & unretouched pictures of living people in 
different poses. Each picture different on glossy 
paper, post card size. Also fully illustrated snappy 
cartoon booklets (vest pocket size). 8 different 
titles. Sample assortment 50c (money order) or 
8 pictures and six booklets for $1. or 20 pictures 
and all 8 booklets for $2. CEAGIE NOVELTY CO., 
151-5th Ave., Dept. F-55, New York City. 


DIES! DELAYED 


Thousands of women have learned to rely on the 
time-tested ingredients of COTE PILLS T@ POSI- 
TIVELY FORCE SPEEDY RESULTS in some of the 
most discouraging, long overdue, abnormally delayed 
periods. Their letters tell of relief painlessly, harm- 
lessly, even after several similarly advertisd prod- 
ucts failed. Mrs. B., Va., “Missed 2 mos. After 
taking I was 0.K.” Mrs. M., Mass. “Everything is 
all right now." Mrs. L., Mich. ''Missed 214 mos. 
The flow started." Mrs. B., Мо. “Real relief after 
trying three kinds," Regular package $2.00. COTE 
Special Formula No. 2 for more settled conditions 
$3.00 per box. TRIAL 25c. COPY OF “ІМРОН- 
TANT INFORMATION TO WOMEN” FREE WITH 
ORDER. (Orders rushed same day received, in plain 
sealed package). COTE PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 2-BG, 
205 Middlesex St., Lowell, Mass. 


[Dare You! 
FRENCH 


LOVE 
DROPS 


An enchanting ex- 
seductive, 


N 


tantalizing, concentrated essence of irresist- 
able charm, clinging for hours like lovers 


Le otic, 


loath to part. Just a few drops is enough. 
Full size bottle. Directions of how best to 
use and 


ORIENTAL POWDER 


both at $2.00 cash with order. No C.O.D. 
shipments. 

HE-MO CO., Dept. "KM" 
City Hall P. O., Box 830, New York City 
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COTE French Tonic 
TABLETS 


А potent tonic and nerve stimulant for 
men and women. Keep fit—enjoy life, $2.00 
postpaid, in plan wrapper (or C. О. D. 
$2.15), 3 boxes for $5.00. Special Strength 
$3.00. 2 boxes special strength $5.00. 
Le Du Co., Dept. B, 
205 Middlesex St., Lowell, Mass. 


LONELY? 


Beautiful Women, 
finding romance, 


Handsome Men, are 
love, home and com. 
panionship, in а national organization 
Write for particulars. GET TOGETHER 
CLUB, Box 2475, Kansas City, Mo. 


ONCE 
TOO OFTEN 


(Continued from page 16) 


Then she was in his arms, be- 
ing kissed and hugged tightly, 
erushed breathlessly. 


*[ asked you if you were 
cured.” 


“And how! Tell me about it. 
? I think it was a frame-up. Was 
it a dirty frame-up Sterl ?" 


“Sure. Chick got tight on 
needle beer and thought it up 
out of his own head. We got 
one of the frat brothers to make 
believe he was Lars Olson and 
that’s all. Binkie, I did want 
to cure you. As I told Chick 
I couldn’t have a wife around 
the kitchen who’d let her im- 
agination run riot the way 
you've done. And that reminds 
me. Tell me something. How 
did you like the sound of the 
word ‘wife? What does it те- 
mind you of ?” 


“А lifetime of love!" Binkie 
breathed, melting into his em- 
brace again. 


She kissed him only once that 
night—from ten o'clock to 
dawn! 
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PRETTY GIRLS 


Want pen-pals and sweethearts. Their 
descriptions and half-tone reproductions 
from photos appear in “Cupid's Columns,” 
the modern, classic matrimonial magazine. 
Copy of current issue mailed for a dime. 
Get yours today. 


Address CUPID’S COLUMNS 
St. Paul, Minn. 


ALL FOR 25c 


SPECIAL ОРРЕЕ—50 miniature pictures 
of handsome men and beautiful girls in 


love poses — 50 miniature pictures of 
beautiful girls in intimate poses — 8 art 
cards — also 12 gay love letters, All for 
$.25. Send cash or stamps. 


FAMOUS NOVELTY CO. 
30 Irving PI. (Dept. RB) N. Y. City 


Have You a Good Line? 


The ‘Lover's Companion” gives you a 
"ine" for which the Dames all fall. Price- 
less to all who would succeed with the 
opposite sex. 


GREAT DECAMERON 


Read the Greatest of All 
Forbidden SEX Books 


DECAMERON has thrilled millions. 
These SEX stories are many and varied, 
and filled with ACTION, The most PEPPY 
book ever printed. 


562 Pages (Illustrated) 


No one knows SEXUALIS unless they 
have read DECAMERON by the great 
Boccaccio. 


We offer you this great SEX book from 
the famous Decameron for the amazing 
low sum of only $2.10. Fill out coupon, 
mail, and we ship immediately by Express. 


Sweep 'em right off their feet. Open 
the door to their hearts with the ardent 
words of the great sex writer. Illustrated 
book of 562 Pages. Тһе right words to 
meet every occasion. Send $2.10 check, 
stamps or Money Order. Мо C.O.D. ship- 
ments. State your age. 


---------------------- 


RAY COMPANY 

(Established in 1904) 

P. O. Box 830, City Hall Post Office 
New York City. Dept. “G.-D.” 


Please send me a copy of The Tales 
{гот the immortal Decameron by Boc- 
Enclosed $2.10. 


caccio. 


State... 
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FIRST TIME AT THIS PRICE! 


ARE YOU AFRAID 
OF THE 


SEX MYSTERIES 


Are you afraid, now, of the baffling, per- 
plexing mysteries of Sex relationship? Are 
you discontented with the Stupid Lies and 
furtive, ashamed answers the world gives 
you in place of the Naked, Fearless Truth 
you desire? 

If the finger of Shame is pointing at 
you, this book will help you to lead a 
eleaner life and give you the clean mind 
and body that everyone should have. You 
may have wondered why your brain was 
not clearer or why your body did not im- 
prove as rapidly as you wished? 

Do you want some safe, sane, unasham- 
ed advice on Sex Questions? Satisfy your 
pangs of hunger for knowledge on this 
hidden subject. You will be amazed and 
astounded at this book's contents. It is 
written straight from the shoulder, leav- 
ing very little to your imagination. 

No man or woman should remain ignor- 
ant of Sex matters. You, parents, who 
hesitate to discuss Sex Problems with your 
children because you аге embarrassed— 
this is the book for you. Be fair to your 
boy or girl—tell him or her the truth, the 
real truth, but first of all learn the truth 


READ 


The Hidden Truth 
About 


SEX 


By EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 


It is a masterpiece. It is a glorious 
work. Nothing like it ever published be- 
fore. It is a revelation endorsed by doc- 
tors. It will satisfy the thirst you have 
always had for the mysteries of Sex so 
often hidden behind the veil of Truth. 

"This book is meant for YOU. You older 
men, past 40, who are slipping backward— 
YOU, who have not the energy you once 
had—YOU who desire to live à healthy 
normal life—YOU, the has-been—here is 
the book for you. 

Face the facts concerning age. But why 
feel old? Why not feel twenty years 
younger? This book will show you your 
error and convince you that the thrills of 
vitality and robust health are still yours 
to be enjoyed. 


A NEW DEAL IN VALUES 
ONLY Бос 
No C.O.D.'s 
A depression price for а book which has 
taken New York and the world by storm. 


MAIL ТНІ8 COUPON—NOW! 
-———Á Uum mmm m шш шш шш ш шшш! 
gj JOHN FRANCIS, 

в Suite 1103, 1819 Broadway, 
g New York City. 
E Enclosed find 50c plus 15c for mail- 


Wing, for which please send me & copy 
ABOUT 


fof “THE HIDDEN TRUTH 


€—Á— біле... 
a Stamps Acceptable 


SHIFTED 
SHIFTS 


(Continued from page 19) 

Vi started to speak, but 
choked instead, as clouds of 
dense smoke swirled around her. 

Jerry seized a blanket from 
the disheveled bed and wrapped 
it around her. She seemed to 
droop forward into his arms, 
and they closed about her 
roughly, yet tenderly. He 
pressed his lips to hers, then 
lifted her bundled body and 
climed out upon the swaying 
ladder. 

Downward, rung by rung, he 


climbed with his trembling 
burden. Halfway down, she 
stirred in his embrace and 


peered out of the blanket’s 
fold’s. 

“You're a darling, Jerry,” 
she said. “I’ve never loved any- 
one but you!” 

“Horse feathers!” he ex- 
ploded. “But don’t tell Bill 
anything! He’s too good a hus- 
band for a woman like уоп!” 

Vi giggled—and resolved to 
have Bill bring Jerry home to 
supper some night... 


Real Unusual Books// 


Rare illustrated. Outof-print Privately 
Printed Editions. Unabridged  Tranala- 
tions on Sex & Love Relations. Amatory, 
Curisa, Anthropology, to responsible 
adults. State correct age. Enclose stamp 
for mailing. 

ANTHROPOLOGICAL LIBRARY 


41 Union Sq. Dept. F-3, N. Y. City 


LADIES ONLY! 
DELAYED? «^^i 


LY RELIEF COM- 
POUND when nature fails! Bring relief 
without pain or inconvenience in some of 
longest, most discouraging abnormal delays 
very quickly—in only a few hours in some 

ч . G. м.“ 9 weeks. 

lieved in 10 hours." Mrs. N. H. "1 Box 
BX worked after 3 other remedies failed". 
GUARANTEED - PURE - HARMLESS. Constituents 
used by doctors and nurses many years. 
Used and praised by thousands ef grate- 
ful women, $2.00. Bushed 1st class mail, 
plain sealed box, within 1 hour of re- 
ceipt of order. TRIAL PACKAGE 25. BX 
PRODUCTS, 1505 B. 60th St., Б4,6, Chicago 


———— 


ACTUAL REPRODUCTIONS 
Original Photographs 


Made in Paris 


As our SPECIAL, and to convince you that 
we have the stuff, we offer on GLOSSY 
FINISH photographic paper, well made 
and clearly developed, the following 4 
groups of Photos: 

No. 1, Group consisting of 8 Picture Com- 
bination. 

No. 2, Group consisting of 8 Picture Com- 
bination. 

No. 3, Group consisting of 12 Picture Com- 
bination. 

No. 4, Group consisting of 12 Picture Com- 
bination. 

The above include photos of men and 
women in interesting poses, women alone, 
etc., all real photos for the Lover of Art. 
Remember, they are all actual reproduc- 
lions of genuine French pictures, 

Also, with the above, we include а com- 
bination of 72 miniature pictures, 24 of 
which are couples at no extra cost. These 
are included so that you may select your 
own subjects, and we will make up a large 
photographic reproduction, of any size, at 
moderate price. These will be actual pho- 
tographs made from original negatives. 

FREE—Send this ad with your first or- 
der and we will alse send you absolutely 
free, the following: 12 Love Letters, also 
some short stories, and an illustrated 
booklet of interesting cartoon scenes, Get 
your order in NOW and get acquainted. 


Everything mentioned above included ail 


for $1 
Send cash, money order or stamps. Sent 
sealed. 
AREX CO. 
Dept. J-4, 
488 E. 169th St. New York City 
TILLE «MAC 


Peaches and Browning, Dumb Dora, 
Maggie & Jiggs, Boss and Bubbles, Andy 
Gump and Min, French Stenographer, Adam 
& Eve, Bachelors Dream, Kip & Alice, a 
Model's Life, Night in Paris, Toots & Cas- 
par, a Coachman's Daughter, and over 100 
more jokes of similar type; also over 70 
snappy miniature pictures of the French 
type, enlargements can be had of any 
miniature at bargain prices. Including more 
than 20 Actual Photos, Montmartre type 
of men and women in different affection- 
ate poses, also including wemen models 
alone and in various stances, etc. 

These Montmartre type photos are all 
GLOSSY FINISHED, ACTUAL РНОТО- 
TOGRAPHS made from IMPORTED NEG- 
ATIVES. Also some short stories and 12 
interesting letters. You will receive ALL 
THE ABOVE. Send cash, money order or 
stamps. Immediate shipment. 


SPECIAL — ALL FOR $1.00 
PARIS IMPORT COMPANY 
4166 Park Ave. Dept. MJ М. Y. C. 


MANHOOD LOSS? 


Help Your Glands by using DR. 
HOLLOWAY'S VIGOR TREATMENT. 
Special gland medicines—No. 1 for 
men, No. 2 for women. You have 
tried the rest mow try the best. 
Don't be satisfied until you have 
tried VIGOR. Feel young at 70. 
Price $1.00; double strength $4.00. 
If C.0.D., pestage extra. 


HOLLOWAY MEDICAL COMPANY 
4304 South Parkway | Dept. 53-F  Chieage, iil. 
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BE YOUR OWN 
BARTENDER! 


Bartending at Home 
25 CENTS 


Contains How to Mix 300 


Cocktails and Highballs 
With 
Snicks - Snacks - Wisecracks 
Drinking Songs - Humorous 


Sayings and Toasts Rollick- 
ingly Illustrated 


A Complete Ritual of Conviviality, 
Hospitality and Hilarity, well con- 
cocted from Recipes gathered along 
the beaten and unbeaten paths. АП 
of which having been imbibed are 
here first inscribed and demon- 
strated. 


The Largest Authentic Book on 
Bartendering at home, instructive yet 
interesting, detailing how to mix sev- 
eral hundred delightful drinks— 
cocktails, highballs, rickeys, cordials 
and other concoctions. 


Those fond of entertaining at home 
will discover in this book of handy 
cheer and instructive value. 


While the supply lasts, send your 
quarter now. 


No C. О. D.’s. 


Stamps acceptable. 


‘JOHN FRANCIS 
‘Suite 1103 1819 Broadway 
New York City, N. Y. 


BREEZY ROMANCES 


Amazing New 


VITALITY 


double - quick 


Do you want the strength, nerve ener- 
gy and vital powers of 10 or 20 years ago 
—double quick? Thousands of weak, 
tired, pale, washed-out folks who felt that 
they could never again thrill to the simple 
pleasures of life now praise a startling new 
discovery in an old product of nature, 
called Mate. 


Science has proved that it is ACID that slows you up—robs 
you of virile powers, slows up your liver, sours your digestion 
and makes you a slave to dypepsia and constipation—to acid- 
osis and rheumatism. The corrective, it was recently discovered, 
is CHLOROPHYL—the substance which gives plants their 
lovely green color. 


MATE is double rich in Chlorophyl. It cleanses and tones 
up the blood stream; vitalizes nerves, muscles, heart; corrects 
acid conditions; gives you back youthful energy and powers 
of enjoyment. IT IS NOT A MEDICINE, but a natural 
tea from South America that builds bodily force without 
building fat—that banishes fatigue, induces restful sleep, makes 
your food nourish you richly and speeds a revitalizing of your 
whole body. 


LOST VITALITY, NERVE POWER 
REGAINED QUICKLY 


MEN or WOMEN who feel the need of quickly gaining NATURAL 
POWERS, VIGOR, PEP, ENERGY and AMBITION,—USE GENUINE BRA- 
ZILIAN MATE! the amazing effective proven STIMULANT, recom- 
mended by Authorities to increase and restore NATURAL POWERS and 
DESIRES—Surprisingly LONG lasting results—ACTS SAFELY, SURELY; 
TONES and REMEDIES THE ENTIRE SYSTEM. Extremely pleasant tasting, 
—improves all meals or drinks. Sent in plain wrapper by express. 30- 
DAY GUARANTEE: Send ONE DOLLAR with distinct understanding that 
unless you are delighted with results that your money will be refunded 
on return of box. Prove at our risk that health, strength, happiness and 
the simple joys of life can still be yours. 

Please Return This Coupon At Once! 


Special Introductory Coupon 


The Perez-Mate Co. 
215 Beaumont St., Manhattan Beach, N. Y. 
Yes—l'll try Brazilian Mate for a month, on the distinct under- 


standing that | get my money back in full if | am not more than satisfied 
with the results. 


Enclosed is $1 in full payment for a month’s supply. Send it to 
me. To get my money back at the end of the month, all | have to do is 
ask you for it. 


BREEZY ROMANCES 


JUNE, 1936 
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FIRST TIME AT THIS PRICE! 


Tear Off The Mask - - 
LEARN THE TRUTH 


READ 


SEXUAL GUIDANCE 


By EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 


The author tears off the mask of pre- 
tense and brings you face to face with 
facts, Facts, FACTS. So many things рег- 
taining to sex life have been suppressed 
for various reasons, but in this startling 
book you are taken deeper into sex life 
than ever before. 


Are You Brave Enough to 
Face Facts as They Are? 


If you are easily shocked or if you are 
afraid to face the truth for fear of a 
guilty conscience do not order a copy of 
“SEXUAL GUIDANCE.” If you want to 
know the facts so that you can protect 
your health and make your life a happy 
one get a copy as quickly as possible. 

Earle Liederman has not been afraid to 
come out and write the truth to the world. 
You will be amazed at his daring. 


It Is Not Slush 


This book is not written for those of 
an evil mind. It was written to help 
those who want to help themselves. It 
was written to give humanity a Sexual 
Guide and if you are looking for slush you 
will be disappointed, but if you are look- 
ing for  honest-to-roodness Sex Facts. 
which will give you a better understand- 
ing of Life, give you the Key to Happi- 
ness, do not fail to get your copy. 


Live Clean and You Will 
Live Long 


Sexual Guidance takes you step by step 
through every phase of your life. It shows 
you how to enjoy the utmost happiness of 
Life as Nature meant you to. It tells you 
what to avoid so as to increase your hap- 
piness so that you will live at least the 
number of years nature intended for you. 
Delays are dangerous! 

JUST IMAGINE—ALL FOR 50с 
No С.0.р.'з 


As you read you will almost feel that 
Earle Liederman is walking at your side, 
taking you boldly along the hidden path 
discussing subjects of which the following 
are but a few: 


IMPOTENCE 


CONTINENCE 
AGE AND SEX 
LIFE D GROWTH OF SEX 
ADVICE TO NEWLY WEDS 
MAKING MARRIAGE A LIFE LONG 
HONEYMOON 


Do not wait. Order a copy today and 
learn the secrets of Sexual Guidance so 
that many years of happiness will be 
you It is an old-fashioned idea that ig- 
norance is bl In these modern times. 
education is e thing that counts, and 
knowledge of Sexual Guidance is just as 
important as knowledge of how to make 
money. 

MAIL YOUR ORDER NOW 


* JOHN FRANCIS, L| 
Suite 1103, 1819 Broadway, Н 
New York City. 4 

Enclosed please find 50е plus 15е for Ё 
mailing, for а сору of SEXUAL ! 
GUIDANCE by Earle E. Liederman. ! 
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1 
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Address ... 


PRIVATELY PRINTED 
BOOKS 


SEX 
SECRETS 


Amazingly curious stories 
and Rare, Illustrated 
Books on STRANGE 
SECRET LOVE CUS- 
TOMS. Send 3c 
Stamp for FREE 
Illustrated Cata- 
logue. No minors. 
State Correct Age, 
Occupation. 


UNICORN 
PUBLICATIONS 
149 Fifth Ave. 
Dept. G-168, N. Y. 
City 


ELIXER de Espana 


This Concentrated SPAN- 
ISH essence has so pow- 
erful and prevading an 
influence, and is so ex- 
otie that its use stimu- 
lates with delightful 
charm. Lovers cannot separate from its 
clinging enchantments. It hypnotizes the 
senses and so magnetizes, that dreams come 
true. 00 CASH with order. No. C.O.D. 
shipments. 


KATHOS COMPANY 


215 Beaumont St., Manhattan Beach, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. C. 


CHOICE PHOTOS 


g Four fully iustrated Cartoon Book- 
FREE! let (vest pocket size) Titles: Dumb 
Dorie; Harold Tenn; Moon Mullans, 
and Magge & Jiggs; sent Free with every order for 
unretouched (зіп Ле & double) exposures of living 
people (undraped) in different poses, post card size 
and on glossy paper. Send $2 for 25 poses or $1 
for 10 poses. Cash, Stamps or Money Order. 


Metro Import Co., 925 Broadway, Dept. F-54, N.Y.C. 


All different. and 


includes Maggie 4 
Jigzs, Boss and Bubbles, Kip and Alice, 
Winnie Winkle, Boob McNutt & Pearl, Gus 
ie, Peaches & Browning, and many 
wise cracks too numerous to list 
. which you will enjoy. Also 4 com- 
groups, all single models, in various 
ALL GLOSSY FINISHED genuine 


FREE — Booklet entitled 
"ART OF LOVE" — FREE 


illustrated. Apache 
Love, Sweetheart Love. ete., ʻo get 
This is included without charge 
of the above merchandi e 
Everything deseribed above 
$1.00 complete, prepaid 
Remit cash, money order or stamps. Sent sealed. 


Lore, Turkish Love, Young 
yours now. 


with every order 


included at price of 


BELL IMPORT CO. 
Box 14, Fordham Station, Dert. MJ, New York City 


ONE WOMAN 
TO ANOTHER 


GET A MODERN WOMANS REMEDY 


WHEN TROUBLED ,z/7^ DELAY 


Ladies when delayed get my "Special 
Relief Compound" AT ONCE. DON'T 
WAIT LONGER. Recommended by 
thousands of satisfied customers. A 
favorite time tested prescription of 
many doctors. Used over 25 years. 
Has rapidly relieved many irregular, 
unusual, overdue, delayed, late ap- 
pearing, abnormally suppressed men- 
struations without pain or inconveni- 
ence in one to three days. This simple 
home treatment can be taken any- 
where. Wonderful testimonials. 1. S. 
“Two months delayed. Flow started 
іп one day without pain." С. L. 


“Twice delayed two and а half 
months. Each time your Compound 
promptly relieved me. Other remedies 
failed." F. M. C. "Troubled with 
scanty periods. Your Compound 
brought relief." В. B. “Have been 
very irregular. After taking your 


Compound became regular almost to 
the hour." С. W. "Delayed 9 weeks. 
Had a natural flow in 3 days." Many 
women who report as above say a 


normal flow started with HALF A 
TREATMENT OR LESS, frequently 
when others failed them. Positively 


QUICKER ACTING THAN PILLS OR 
TABLETS. SATISFACTION ASSURED 
with a full treatment or a package 
FREE. Trial 25c. А high quality 
superior Compound. As another wo- 
man | have found nothing to equal 
it for satisfactory results. Don’t use 
untried or unknown remedies. Е5- 
TABLISHED FOR YEARS. SEND NO 
MONEY. Pay Postman plus postage 
or you can safely depend on my re- 
liability and send $2.00, 3 packages 
for $4.75. Special Formula No. 2 for 
slow responding conditions $3.00. 
FAST SERVICE. Don't delay. Order 
today. Private information with or- 
der. Martha Beasley, Box 22, North- 
western Station, Dept. 1907, De- 
troit, Mich. 


SENSATIONAL BOOKS 
OF A CURIOUS NATURE 


Unusual 
Privately 
Printed 


®© 

/ Illustrated Books 
2 SEXUALIA, 

" STRANGE SEX 
“6, SECRETS, 


and other amazing 
LOVE 
PRACTICES. 


FREE Illustrated Catalogue. 
Stamp. State Correct Age, 
No Minors. 


FRONCENE CO. 


808 West 42nd St.. 
N. Y. City. 


Send 3c 
Occupation. 


Dept. G-68 
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REAL BREEZY ROMANCES is published by 
BEST PUBLISHERS, INC., Dover Green, Dela- 
ware. When submitting manuscripts, enclose self- 
addressed return envelope with sufficient postage. 
Every care will be exercised but we will not be 
responsible for the safety of submitted material. 


SNAPPY SISTERS 
Ginger and Stolen Sweets 
VIVID, VITAL REVEALMENT 


LIFE and LOVE 


EIGHT PAGE ART SECTION 


INTERNATIONAL 


NUDE-LAND 


NUDISIS AT PLAY = FULLY ILEUSTRATED 


SPICY SISTERS 
READ БЕКЕР 


ROMANCES 


AND 


HOLLYWOOD NIGHTS | 


TALES OF MANY LANDS AND LIFE ІМ THE 
GREATEST FILM CENTER IN THE WORLD! 
EIGHT PAGE ART SECTION 


ON SALE EACH MONTH - - - . - - AT THE NEWSSTANDS 


*Back To Nature" 
Natural Flesh Colored Photos 


HOWING features in natural colors. These are 

ACTUAL photos made from IMPORTED МЕСА- 
TIVES in colors. Couples and singles, in all, twenty (20) 
ORIGINAL and UNUSUAL POSES. Fine quality; one of 
these colored photographs will please more than three 
or four of the regular black and white photos such as 
you may have seen in the past. If you want quality here 
it is. Sent prepaid and sealed on receipt of 


$1.00 


FREE ................ FREE 


We are now selling a new series of CARTOON BOOKS and 


with every order of our Colored Photos, we include without 
charge, a sample cartoon book to show what we have—ALSO— 
A List OF NEW TILES TN THIS SERIES. 


Use coupon below for your orders and FREE CARTOON BOOK. 


UNIVERSAL COMPANY 


488 EAST 169th STREET, NEW YORK CITY 


UNIVERSAL CO., 
488 East 169th Street, Dept. JE, 
New York City. 


Gentlemen: 


Send me everything listed in your advertisement of Colored Photos, including FREE 
CARTOON BOOK, all charges prepaid by you. Enclosed find $1.00 in full payment. 


(| Cash ( | Money Order ( | Stamps 
Please Print Name and Address 


